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ROSCIUS  deceas'd,  each  high  afpiring  play'r 
Pulh'd  all  hisint'reft  for  the  vacant  chair; 
The  bufkin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  ftage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  and  rage  ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condefcends 
Humbly  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends  j 
"For  pity's  fake  tells  undeferv'd  mifhaps, 
And,  their  applaufe  to  gain,  recounts  his  claps. 
Thus  the  victorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  fuppliant's  form  aflame  ; 
In  pompous  drain  fight  o'er  th'  extinguifh'd  war5 
And  {hew  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  fear. 

But  though  bare  Merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  ftrongeft  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here  j 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way  ; 
And  they  will  beft  fucceed,  who  beft  can  pay: 
Thofe,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  Britifh  tribes, 
-Muft  add  to  force  of  Merit,   force  of  Bribes. 

What  can  an  aftor  give  ?  in  ev'ry  age 
Cam  hath  been  rudely  banifh'd  from  the  ftage  ; 
Monarchs  themfelves,   to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r, 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there : 
They  can't,   like  candidate  for  other  feat, 
Pour  feas  of  wine,  and  mountains  raife  of  meat. 

B  2  Wine! 
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Wine  !  they  could  bribe  you  with  the  world  as  foon; 
And  of  roaft  beef,  they  only  know  the  tune  : 
But  what  they  have  they  give  ;  could  CLIVE  do 
more,  [four  ? 

''.     ough  for  each  million  he  had  brought  home 

SHUTER  keeps  open  houfe  at  South wark  fair, 
And  hopes  the  friends  of  humour  will  be  there. 
In  Smithfield  YATES  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  thofe  who  laughter  love,  inftead  of  meat ! 
FOOTE,  at  Old  Houfe,  for  evenFooTE  will  be, 
In  felf-conceit,  an  a£tor,  bribes  with  tea; 
Which  WILKINSON  at  fecond-hand  receives, 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  fev'ral  ways. 
As  paflion,  humour,  infreft,  party,  fways. 
Things  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair, 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  drefs  well  chofen,  or  a  patch  mifplac'd, 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  diftafte. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roll, 
And  thunder  SHUTER'S  praifes, — he's  fo  droll 
Embox'd,  the  ladies  muft  have  fomething  (mart, 
PALMER!  Oh!  PALMER  tops  the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes, 
Looks  up  and  vows  that  BARRY'S  out  of  fize : 
Whilft  to  fix  feel  the  vigorous  {tripling  grown, 
Declares  that  GARRICK  is  another  COAN. 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  whim  ftipply'd, 
And  our  opinions  have  their  rife  in  pride  ; 

When, 
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When,  in  difcourfing  on  each  mimic  elf, 
We  praife  and  cenfure  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
All  mull:  meet  frends,  and  ACKMAN,  bids  as  fair 
In-fuch  a  court,  as  GARRICK,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  fquabbles  to  decide, 
By  fome  one  judge  the  caufe  was  to  be  try'd  ; 
But  this  their  fquabbles  did  afrefh  renew, 
Who  fhould  be  judge  in  fuch  a  tryal  : — Who  T 

For  JOHNSON  fome,   but  JOHNSON,    it   was 
fear'd,  f  pear'd  ; 

Would  be   too  grave;  and  STERNE  too  gay  ap~ 
Others  for  FRANKLIN  voted ;  but  'twas  knovvn> 
He  ficken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own  ; 
For  COLMAN  many,  but  the  peevifh  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  Young. 
Eor  MURPHY  fome  few  pilj  'ring  wits  declar'd, 
Whilil  FOLLY  clapp'd  her  hands  and  WISDOM 
ftar'd. 

To   mifchief   train'd,    e'en  from  his  mother's 

womb, 

Grown  old  in  fraud,  tho*  yet  in  man-hood's  bloom, 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rife, 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honeft  men  defpife  ; 
Mute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  fenate  loud, 
'Dull  'mongft  thedulleft,  proudeft  of  the  proud  ; 
A  £ert  prim  Prater  of  the  northern  race, 
Guilt  in  his  heart,  and  famine  in  his  face, 
Stood  forth, — and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lily  hand-— 
And  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  Tye— thrice  ftrok'd  his 
band — 

B  3  "At 
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"  At  friendship's  call,  (thus  oft  with  traitVeus 

"  aim, 

«  Men,  void  of  faith,  ufurp.  faith's  facred  name) 
"  At  friendftiip's  call  I  come,  by  MURPHY  fent, 
«f  Who  thus  by  me  developes  his  intent. 
«  But  left,  transjufdy  the  Spirit  ftiould  be  loft, 
6i  That  Spirit,  which  in  ftorms  of  Rbefrick  toft>  ? 
tf  Bounces  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
<f  In  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear* 

"  Thanks  to  my  friends.-~But  to  vile  fortunes 

"  born, 

s<  No  robes  of  fur  thefe  fhoulders  muft  adorn. 
'*  Vain  your  applaufe,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw  • 
"  Vain  all  my  wit, — for  what  is  wit  in  law  ?       [gain 
<c  Twice  (curs'd  rememb'rance !)  twice  I  ftrove  to 
41  Admittance  'mongft  the  hw-inftruclcd  train, 
**  Who  in  the  TEMPLE  and  GRAY'S-!NN  prepare 
"  For  client's  wretched  feet  the  legal  fnare ; 
t(  Dead  to  thofe  arts,"  which  polim  and  refine, 
"  Deaf  to  all  worth,  becaufe  that  worth  was  MINE, 
<e  Twice  did  thofe  blockheads  ftartle  at  my  name* 
t€  And,  foul  rejection !  gave  me  up  to  fhame. 
'*  To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bad  adieu, 
"  And  plans  of  far  raore  lib'ral  note  purfue. 
"  Who  will  may  be  a  Judge — my  kindling  bread 
*'  Burns  for  that  Chair  which  Roscius  once  pof- 

«  fefs'd. 

t(  Here  give  your  votes,  your  int'reft  here  exert, 
•«  And  let  Succefs  for  once  attend  Defert," 

With  fleek  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pace, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 

The 
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The"  Proteus  HILL  put  in  his  modeft  plea, 

5<  Let  Favour  fpeak  for  others,  Worth  for  me."—* 

For  who,  like  him,  his  various  pow'rs  could  call 

Into  fo  many  (hapes,  and  mine  in  all  ? 

Who  could  fo  nobly  grace  the  motley  lift, 

Ador,  Infpeaor,  Dodor,  Botanift  ? 

Knows  any  one  fo  well  fure  no  one  knows,-— 

At  once  to  play,  prefcribe,  compound,  compofe  ? 

Who  can?— But  WOODWARD  came,— HiLt 

flipped  away, 
Melting,  like  ghofts  before  the  rifing  day. 

With  that  low  CUNNING  which  in  fools  fuppliea, 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wife, 
Which  nature,  kind  indulgent  parent,  gave 
To  qualify  the  Blockhead  for  a  Knave ; 
With  that  fmoGth  FALSHOOD  whofe  appearance 

charms, 

And  reafon  of  each  wholefome  doubt  difarms, 
Which  to  the  loweft  depths  of  guile  defcends, 
By  vilefl  means  purfnes  the  vileft  ends, 
Wears  friendmip's  maflt  for  purpofes  of  fpite, 
Fawns  in  the  day  and  Butchers  in  the  night; 
With  that  malignant  ENVY,  which  turns  pale, 
And  fickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail, 
Which  merit  and  fuccefs  purfues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate  ; 
With  the  cold  CAUTION  of  a  coward's  fpleen, 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  feeks  a  fcreen, 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  view — 
J&b'afs  bafely  done>  Jbould  be  done  fflfety  too  ; 

B.4-  With 
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With  that  </*///,  rooted,  callous  IMPUDENCE* 
"Which,  dead  to  fhame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  fenfe, 
Ne'er  blufh'd,  unlefs,  in  fpreading  VICE'S  fnaresr 
She  blunder'd  .on  fome  Virtue  unawares ; 
With  all  thefe  bleflings,  which  we  feldom  find 
Lavifh'd  by  Nature  on  one  happy  raind, 
A  Motley  Figure,  of  the  FRIBBLE  Tribe, 
Which  Heart  can  fcaree  conceive,  or  pen  deferibej 
Q&rsizfimp'ring  on  ;  to  afcertain  whofe  fex 
Twelve  fage  impannell'd  Matrons  would  perplex. 
Nor  Malty  nor  Female  ;  Neither,  and  yet  both  y 
Of  Neuter  Gender,  tho'  of  Irijb  growth  ; 
A  fix-foot  fuckling,  mincing  in  his  gait; 
Affected,  peevifh,  prim,   and  delicate ; 
Fearful-//  feem'd  tho'  of  Athletic  make, 
Left  bf  utal  breezes  fhoutd  too  roughly  (hake,. 
Its  tender  form,  and  favage  mption  fpread 
O'er  /'//  pale  cheeks  the  horrid  manly  red. 

Much  did  //  talk,  in-///  own  pretty  phrafe, 
Of  Genius  and  of  Tafte,  of  Pl-ay'rs  and  Plays ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  Itfelf  had  wrote, 
Of  fpecial1  merit,  tho'  of  little  note; 
For  fate,  in  a  ft  range  humour  had  decreed 
That  what  //  wrote,  none  but  itfelf  fhould  read  ; 
Much  too  //  chatter'd  of  Drama  tick  Laws, 
Misjudging  Critics,  and  mifplac'd  applaufe, 
Then,  with  a  felf-complacent  jutting  air, 
It  fmirdy  It  •fmirk'dy   it  wriggl'd.  to  tite  chair  ; 
And  with  an  aukward  brifknefs  not  its  own, 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throne, 

Triumphant 
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Triumphant    feem'd,    when    that  flrange   favage 

Dame, 

Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
Plain  COMMON  SENSE,  appeared,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  the  Chair, 
The  pageant  faw,  and  blafted  with  her  frown, 
To  Its  firft  ilate  of  Nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  mall  the  MUSE  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  vain  Nothing  (hall  be  mortified) 
Nor  fhall  the  MUSE  (fhould  Fate  ordain  her  rhimesj 
Fond  pleafing  thought !  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  fuch  a  Trifler's  name  her  pages  blot; 
Known  be  the  Character,  the  Tbing  forgot  ; 
Let  //,  todifappoint  each  future  aim, 
Live  without  Sex,  and  die  without  a  Name  I 

Cold-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  fires 
Scarce  harnmer'd  out,  when  nature's  feeble  fires 
Glimmer'd  their  laft  ;  whofe  fluggim  blood,  half- 
froze,  [glows, 
Creeps  labVing  thro'  the  veins ;  whofe  heart  ne'er 
With  fancy-kindled  heat : — A  fervile  race, 
Who,  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  place; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  fchools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  flaves  to  mufty  rules ; 
With  folemn  confequence  declar'd  that  none 
Could  judge  that  caufe  but  SOPHOCLES  alone, 
Diupes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd? 
Obfequious  to  the  facred  diclate,  bow'd. 

B  5  When, 


io          THE    R  O  S  C  I  A  D. 

When,  from  amid  ft  the  throng,  a  Youth  flood 

forth, 

Unknown  his  perfon  not  unknown  his  worth  ; 
His  looks  befpoke  applaufe  ;   alone  he  ftood, 
Alone  he  (lemm'd  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame  ; 
With  noble  rev'rence  fpoke  of  Greece  and  Rome,. 
And  fcorn'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

<s  But  more  than-jufl  toother  countries  grown, 
"  Muft  we  turn  bafe  apoftates  to  our  own  ? 
e(  Where  do  thefe  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
*(  That  England  may  not  pleafe  the  ear  as  well  ? 
"  What  mighty  magic's  in  the  place  or  air, 
*<  That  all  perfection  needs  muft  centre  there  ? 
(f  In  dates,  let  ftrangers  blindly^e  preferr'd  ; 
"  In  ftate  of  letters,  Merit  mould  be  heard., 
"  Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
*(  Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day  : 
c<  Foe  to  reftraint,  from  place  to  place  fhe  flies, 
"  And  may  hereafter  e'en  in  Holland  rife. 
ff  May  not,  to  give  a  pleafing  fancy  fcope, 
"  And  chear  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope  ; 
t(  May  not  fome  great  extenfive  genius  raife, 
tf  The  name  of  Britain  'bove  Athenian  praife, 
tl  And,  whiift  brave  thirft  of  fame  his  bofom  warms., 
"  Make  England  great  in  Letters  as  in  Arms  ? 
"  There  may — there  hath — and  SHAKESPEARE'S 

mufe  afpires 

Sf  Beyomd  the  reach  of  Greece  j  with  native  fires. 

**  Mounting, 
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"  Mounting  aloft,  he  wings  his  daring  flight, 

"  Whilil  SOPHOCLES  below  flands  trembling  at 

"  his  height. 

fs  Why  fhould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
«  When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  home  ? 
"  Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
"  Have  we  not  SHAKESPEARE  —  Is  not  JOHN- 

<c  SON  ours  ? 

t(  For  them,  your  nat'ral  Judges,  Britons,  vote; 
((  They'll  judge  like    Britons,  who  like  Britons 


He  faid,  and  conquerM  —  Senfe  refum'd  her  fway, 
And  difappointed  pedants  flalk'd  away. 
SHAKESPEARE  and  JOHNSON,  with  deferv'd  ap 

plaufe, 

Joint-judges  were  ordain'  d  to  try  the  caufe. 
Mean-time  the  flranger  ev'ry  voice  employed, 
To  aik  or  tell  his  name.  —  "  Who  is  it  ?—  LLO  Y£u 

Thus,  when  aged  friends  of  JOB  flood  mute> 
And,  tamely  prudent  gave  up  the  difpute, 
ELIHU,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth, 
Boldly  flood  forth  the  advocate  of  Truth; 
Confuted  Falfhood,  and  difabled  pride, 
Whilft  baffled  age  flood  fnarlin^  at  his  fide* 

The  day  of  tryal's  fix'd,  nor  any  fear 
Left  day  of  tryal  mould  be  put  off  here* 
Caufes  but  feldom  for  delay  can  call 
In  courts  where  forms  are  few>  fees  none  at  all. 

The 
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The  morning  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  for?, 
As  he  on  other  great  events  hath  done, 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
To  go  his  journey  in-  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  fpacious  plain, 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  vain, 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  Art, 
"With  decent  modefty,  perform'd  her  part, 
Rofe  a  tribunal  from  no  other  court 
It  borrowed ornament,  or  fought  fupport : 
No  juries  here  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  clear, 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here; 
No  gowrifmen,  partial  to  a  client's  caufe, 
To  their  own  purpofe  tun'd  the  pliant  laws. 
Each  judge  was  true  and  fteady  to  his  truft, 
As  MANSFIELD  wife,  and  as  old  FORSTER  juU* 

In  the  fi-rfl  feat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildnefs  flaming  from  his  eyes, 
Sat  SHAKESPEARE. —  In  one  hand  a  wand  he  bcre^, 
For  mighty  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore ; 
The  other  held  a  globe?  which  to  his  will 
Obedient  turn'd,  and  own'd  the  mailer's  fkill : 
Things  of  the  nobleft  kind  his  genius  drew, 
And  look'd  through  Nature  at  a  (ingle  view  : 
A  loofe  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  foul, 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rife,  new  feas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  fcenes  unknown  before, 
And,  paiEng  Nature's  bounds,  was  fomething  more^ 

Nexi 
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Next  JOHNSON  fat,  in  ancient  learning  trained, 
His  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flights  reftrain'd, 
Correctly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  thought, 
Mark'd  out  her  courfc,  nor  fpar'd  a  glorious  fault. 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  niceft  art, 
And  ranfack'd  all  the  fecrets  of  the  heart  ; 
Exerted  Penetration's  utmoit  force, 
And  trac'd  each  paflion  to  its  proper  fource, 
Then,  ftrongly  marked,  in  livelieft  colours  drew3 
And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 
The  Coxcomb  felt  a  lafh-in  ev'ry  word, 
And  fools  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr'dv 
His  cornic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
And  Laughter  frighten'd  Folly  more  than  Law. 

But,  hark  I  —  The  trumpet  founds,  the  crowd 

gives  way, 
And  the  proceiTion  comes  in  juft  array. 


Now  mould  I,  in  fome  fweet  poetic 
Offer  up  incenfe  at  APOLLO'S  fhrine  ; 
Invoke  the  mufe  to  quit  her  calm  abode, 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  (leaping  ode. 
For  how  fhould  mortal  man,  in  mortal  ver/e, 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehearfe  ? 
But  give,  kind  Dulnefs,  memory  and  rhime, 
We'll  put  off  Genius  till  another  time. 

Firft,  ORDER  came,  —  with  folemn  ftep,  and 

flow, 

In  meafar'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  caft  his  eye, 
.Left  This  fhould  quit  his  place,  That  ftep  awry. 
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Appearances  to  fave  his  only  care  ; 
So  things  feem  right,  no  matter  what  they  are; 
In  him  his  parents  faw  themfelves  renew'd, 
Begotten  by  fir  Critic  on  faint  Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet,  hautboy,  fiddle,  flute 
Next  fnuffer,  fweeper,  fiifter,  foldtcr>  mute: 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  white  advance  ; 
Furies,  all  fire,  come  forward  in  a  dance  : 
Pantomime  figures  then  are  brought  to  view, 
Fools  hand  in  hand  with  fools,  go  two  by  two. 
Next  came  the  treafurer  of  either  houfe  ; 
One  with  full  purfe,  t'other  with  not  a  fous. 

Behind  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 
Set  off  with  all  th'  impertinence  of  ftate  \. 
By  lace  and  feather  confecrate  to  fame, 
Expletive  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  HAVARD,  all  ferene,  in  the  fame  {trains, 
Loves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains  3 
His  eafy  vacant  face  proclaim'd  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  DAVIES.—  On  my  life, 
That  DAVIES  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  ! 
Statefman  all  over  !  —  In  plots  famous  grown  I— 
He  mouths  a  fentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 


Next  HOLLAND  came.  —  With  truly  tragic 
He  creeps,  he  flies.*—  A  Hero  mould  not  walk. 
As  if  with  heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Planted  their  batteries  againfl  the  fkies, 

Attitude,, 
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Attitude,  a&ion,  air,  paufe,  {tart,  figh,  groan, 

He  borrow'd,  and  made  ufe  of  as  his  own. 

By  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  ftage, 

He  might,  perhaps,  have  pleas'd  an  eafy  age  ; 

But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 

Of  fomething  better  we  have  feen  before. 

The  a£tor  who  would  build  a  folid  fame, 

IVIuft  imitation's  fervile  arts  difclaim  ; 

A<51  from  himfelf  on  his  own  bottom  (land, 

I  hate  e'en  GARRICK  thus  at  fecond  hand. 

Behind  came  KING. — Bred  up  in  modeft  lore., 
Bafhful  and  young  he  fought  Hibernia's  more  j 
Hibernia,  fam'd  'bove  ev'ry  other  grace^ 
For  matchlefs  intrepidity  of  face. 
From  her  his  Features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame, 
And  bid  defiance  to  all  fenfe  of  marne  : 
Tutor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  furpafs, 
^Mongft  DRURY'S  fons  he  comes,  and  mines  in* 
BRASS. 

Lo  YATES  1— Without  the  leaft  finefle  of  art 
He  gets  applaufe  ! — I  wifli  he'd  get  his  part. 
When  hot  impatience  is  in  full  career, 
How  vilely  "  Hark'e  1  Hark'e  !"  grates  the  ear  ? 
When  a6live  fancy  from  the  brain  is  fent, 
And  {lands  on  tip-toe  for  fome  wifh'd  event, 
1  hate  thofe  carelefs  blunders  which  recall 
Sufpending  fenfe,  and  prove  it  ficlion  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
Where  nature's  coarfeft  features  we  behold. 

Where, 
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Where,  deilitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Unmanner'd  jefts  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
There  YATES  with  juftice  ftrid  attention  draws, 
Ads  triily  from  himfelf  and  gains  applaufe. 
But  when,  topleafe  himfelf  or  charm  his  wife, 
He  aims  at  fomething  in  politer  life, 
When,  blindly  thwaning  Nature's  flubborn  plan. 
He  treads  the  ftage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 
The  fop,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
Looks  like  TOM  ERRAND  drefs'd  in  CLINCHES'^ 

cloaths. 

Fond  of  his  drefs,  fond  of  his  perfon  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himfelf  unknown, 
From  fide  to  fide  he  ftruts,  he  fmiles,   he  prates, 
And  feemsto  wonder  what's  become  of  YATES. 

WOODY/ARD,  endow'd  with  various  powr's  ef 
face, 

Great  maffer  in  the  fcience  of;grimace, 
From  Ireland  ventures,  fav'rite  cf  the  town, 
Lur'd  by  the  pleafing  profpccl:  of  renown  -9 
A  fqueaking  Harlequin  made  up  of  whim, 
He  twifts,  he  twines,  he  tortures  ev'ry  limb, 
Plays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
A iid  leaves  to  fenfe  the  conqueft  of  the  heart.- 
We  laugh  indeed  but  on  reflexion's  birth, 
"We  wonder  at  onrfelves,  and  curfe  our  mirth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mifplac'd, 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  ta/le ; 
Hence  hath  the  Town  fo  often  feen  difplay'd 
Beau  in  Burlefque,  High  Life  in  Mafquerade. 

But 
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But  when  bold  Wits,  not  fuch  as  patch  up  plays, 

Cold  and  CQireft  in  thefe  infipid  days, 

Some  comic  character,  ftrong-featur'd,  urge 

To  probability's  extremeft  verge, 

Where  modefl  judgment  her  decree  fufpends, 

And  for  a  time,  nor  cenfures,  nor  commends-, 

Where  critics  can't  determine  on  fhe  fpot, 

Whether  it  is  in  Nature  found  or  not, 

There  WOODWARD  fafely  mail  his  power's  exert, 

Nor  fail  of  favour  where  he  fhews  defert. 

Hence  he  in  Bobadil  fuch  praifes  bore, 

Such  worthy  praifes,  Kitely  fcarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kinds  of  fhapes, 
Conilant  to  none,    FGOTE  laughs,  cries,  firms* 

and  fcrapes : 

Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear, 
The  Proteus  fhifts,  Bawd,   Parfon,  Auftionier, 
His  flrokes  of  humour,  and  his  burfts  of  fport 
Are  all  contained  in  this  one  word,  Diftort. 
Doth  a  man  flutter,  Icok-afquint,  or  halt  ? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  Nature's  fault : 
With  perfonal  defeats  their  mirth  adorn, 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  fcorn. 
E'en  I,  whom  Nature  caft  in  hideous  mould. 
Whom  having  made  me  trembled  to  behold, 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  may  groan, 
And  find  that  Nature's  errors  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  FOOTE  and  WOODWARD* 

came ; 
WILKINSON  this,  QBRIEN  was  that  name. 

Strange' 
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Strange  to  relate,  bqt  wonderfully  true, 
That  even  fhadows  have  their  fhadows  too! 
With  not  a  fingle  comic  pow'r  endu'd, 
The  firft  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  flood. 
Thelaft,  by  Nature  form 'd  to  pleafe,  who  (hows, 
In  JOHNSON'S  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grows ; 
Self  quite  put  off,  affe&s,  with  too  much  art, 
To  put  on  WOODWARD  in  each  mangled  part; 
Adopts  his  flirng,  his  wink,  his  flare  ;  nay,  more. 
Mis  voice,  arid  croaks;  for  WOODWARD  croak'd 

before, 

When  the  dull  copier  fimple  grace  neglc&s, 
And  refls  his  Imitation  in  Defers, 
We  readily  forgive  ;  but  fuch  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts,  . 

By  Nature  form'd  in  her  perverfefl  mood, 
With  no  one  requifite  of  art  endu'd, 
Next  JACKSON  came — Obferve  that  fettled  glare^ 
Which  better  fpeaks  a  Puppet  than  a  Play'r  ; 
Lift  to  that  voice' — did  ever  DISCORD  hear 
Sounds  fo  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  fome  very  tender  part, 
The  right  hand  fleeps  by  infrinct  on  the  heart, 
His  foul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft, 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  fobs  and  pants  to  footh  his  weeping  fpoufe, 
To  footh  his  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bows. 
Aukward,  embarrafs'd,  ftiff,  without  the  (kill*  , 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  {landing  ftill, 
Qne  leg,  as  if  fufpicious  of  his  brother, 

Defirous  feems  to  run  away  from  to'other. 

Some. 
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Some  errors,  handed  down  from  age  to  age, 
Plead  Cuftom's  force,  and  ftill  poffefs  the  flage. 
That's  vile — fhould  we  a  parent's  faults  adore, 
And  err,  becaufe  our  fathers  err'd  before  ? 
If  inattentive  to  the  author's  mind, 
Some  a&ors  made  the  jell  they  could  not  find, 
If  by  low  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  Nature's  mein, 
And  blurr'd  the  graces  of  the  fimple  fcene,. 
Shall  we,  if  reafon  rightly  is  employ'd, 
Not  fee  their  faults,  or  feeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  FALSTAFF  (lands  detected  in  a  lye, 
Why,  without  meaning,  rowls  Lo  VE'S  glaflfy  eye  ? 
Why  ?— There's  no  caufe— at  lead  no  caufe  we 

know- 
It  was  the  Fashion  twenty  years  ago. 
Famiori— -a  word  which  knaves  and  fools  may  ufc 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excufe, 
To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame — to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  fenfe. 

Yet  (tho*  in  fome  particulars  he  fails, 
Some  few  particulars  where  MODE  prevails) 
If  in  thefe  hallow'd  times,  when  fcber,  fad, 
All  GENTLEMEN  are  melancholy  mad, 
When  'tis  not  deem'd  fo  great  a  crime  by  half 
To  violate  a  veQal,  as  to  kugh, 
Rude  mirth  may  hope  prefumptuous  to  engage 
An  aft  of  Toleration  for  the  flage, 
And  courtiers  will  like  reafonable  creatures, 
Sufpend  vain  Fafliipn,  and  unfcrew  their  features, 

Old. 
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Old  FALST  AFF,  play'd  by  LOVE,  {hail  pleafe  once- 
more, 
And  humour  fet  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

A6h>rs  I've  feen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name, , 
Who,  .being  from  one  part  poflefs'd  of  fame, 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine. or, bawl. 
Still  introduce  that  favorite-  pait  in  alL 
Here,  LOVE,. bex:amious— -ne'er  be  thou  betray'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  FALST  AFF'S  dang'rous  aid  ; 
Like  GOTHS  of  old,  howe'er  he  feems  a  friend, 
He'll  feize  that  throne  you  wilh  him  to  defend, 
In  a  peculiar  mmild  by  HUMOUR  caft, 
For  FALST  AFP-  fam'd—  Himfdf   the   Firfl   and* 

tail— 

Ke  (lands  aloof  from  all — maintains  his  Hate, 
And  fcorns,  like  Scvtfmen*  to  aiTimilate. 
Vain  all  difguife— too  plain  we  fee  the  trick, 
Tho'  the  .knight  wears  the  weeds  of .  DOMINIC,. 
And  BONIFACE,  difgrac'd,  betrays  the  fmack, 
In  ANNO  DOMINI,  of  FALSTAFF'S  fack. 

Arms  crofs'd,  brows  bent,  eyes  fixM,  feet  marchv 

ing  flow, 

A  band  of  malecontents  with  fpleen  o'erflaw  ; 
Wrapt  in  conceit*s  impenetrable  fog, 
Which  pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  from  evVy  bog. 
They  curfe  the  managers,  and  curfe  the  town, 
Whofe  partial  favour  keeps  fuch  merit  down. 

But  if  feme  man,  more  hardy  than  the  reft, 
Should  dare  attack  thefe  gnatlings  in  their  neft  ; 

At- 
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'At  once  they  rife  with  impotence  of  rage, 
Whet  their  fmall  flings,  and  buzz  about  the  flage. 
**  *Tts  breach  of  privilege  ! — Shall  any  dare 
6<  To  arm  fatyric  truth  againft  a  play'r  ? 
"  Prefcriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind; 
Adors,  unlafh'd  themfelves,  may  lafh  mankind." 

What'  mall  opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  lib'ral  as  the  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  tuft  in  chains  like  thefe,  impos'd  by  Things 
Which;,  lefs  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings  ? 
No, — though  half  poets  with  half-players  join 
To-ourfe  the  freedom  of  each  honeft  line ; 
Though  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek, 
What  the  mufe  freely  thinks,  (he'll  freely  fpeak  ; 
With,  juft  difdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  fneer, 
Stranger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear, 
In  purpofe  fix'd,  and  to  herfelf  a  rule, 
Public -Contempt  (hall  wait  the  Public  Fool. 

AUSTIN  would  always  gliften  in  French  filxs, 
ACKMAN  would  Norris  be,  and  PACKER,  Wilkes. 
For  who,  like  ACKMAN,  can  with  humour  pleafe? 
Who  can,  like  PACKER, charm  with  fprightly  eafe  ? 
Higher  than  all  the  red,  fee  BRANSBY  ftrut: 
A  mighty  Gulliver  in  Lilliput  ! 
Ludicrous  nature  !  which  at  once  could  fhew 
A  man  fo  veiy  high,  fo  very  Low. 

If  I  forget  thee,  BLAKES,  or  if  I  fay 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  fee  the  play. 


Let 
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Let  critics,  with  a  fupercilious  air, 

Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 

Frenchman  is  ftiil  at  top; — but  fcorn  that  rage 

Which  in  attacking  thee  attacks  the  age. 

French  follies,  univerfally  embraced, 

At  once  provoke  our  mirth,  and  form  our  taile. 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd, 
At  random  cenfur'd,  wantonly  abus'd, 
Have  B R IT  o  NS  drawn  their  fport,  with  partial 
Form'd  genVal  notions  from  the  rafcal  few  ; 
Condernn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known, 
Which,  from  their  country  banifh'd,  feekour  owi 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  flavifh  chain  is  broke. 
And  fenfe  awakenM,  fcorns  her  ancient  yoke  : 
Taught  by  thee,  MOODYJ  we  now  learn  to  raife 
Mirth  from  their  foibles ;  from  their  virtues,  praife. 

Next  came  the  legion^which  our  Summer  B  A  YES, 
From  Alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv'd  to  raife, 
Flufh'd  with  van:  hopes,  and  certain  to  fucceed, 
With  WITS  who  cannot  write,  and  fcarce  can  read. 
Vet'rans  no  more  fupport  the  rotten  caufe, 
No  more  from  ELLIOT'S  worth  they  reap  applaufe. 
Each  on  himfelf  determines  to  rely, 
Be  YATES  difbanded,  and  let  ELLIOT  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  fo  well  an  Authour  fit, 
To  Nature  dead,  and  foes  declared  to  Wit. 
So  loud  each  tongue,  fo  empty  was  each  head, 
So  much  they  talk'd,  fo  very  little  faid, 
So  wond'rous  dull,  and  yet  fo  wondVous  vain, 
At  once  fo  willing  and  unfit  to  reign, 

That 


T  H  E    R  OS  C  I  AD.  23 

That  Reafon  fwore,  nor  would  the  oath  recall, 
"Their  mighty  MASTER'S  foul  inform'd  them  all. 

As  one  with  various  difappointments  fad, 
Whom  Dullnefs  only  kept  from  being  mad, 
Apart  from  all  the  reft  great  MURPHY  came— 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  fame. 
What  tho*  the  fons  of  Nonfenfe  hail  him  SIRE, 
AUDITOR,  AUTHOR,  MANAGER,  and  'SQUIRE, 
His  reftlefs  foul's  ambition  flops  not  there, 
To  make  his  triumphs  perfect,  dubb  him  PLAY'R. 

In  perfon  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  pleafe, 
If  Symmetry  could  charm,  cjepriv'd  of  eafe, 
When  motionlefs  he  ftands,  we  all  approve  ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  THING  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull  deep  unvaried  found, 
Seems  to  break  forth  from  caverns  under  ground. 
From  hollow  cheft  the  low  fepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  ftruggles  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcher'd  give  an  actor  grace, 
All  mufl  to  him  refign  the  foremoft  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  fome  one  fav'rite  part, 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart, 
•His  honeft  features  the  difguife  defy, 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  the  lye. 

Still  in  extremes  he  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  raving  mad,  or  ftupidly  ferene. 
"In  cold-wrought  fcenes  the  lifelefs  actor  flags, 
In  pafiion  tears  the  pafiion  into  rags. 

Can 
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Can  none  remember  ?  Yes,  —  I  know  all  muft  — • 
When  in  the  MOOR  he  ground  his  teeth  to  duft, 
When  o'er  the  ftage  he  Folly's  ftandard  bore, 
Whilft  COMMON -SENSE  flood  trembling  at  th< 
door. 

How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  blefs'd, 
Fewer  with  Nature's  gifts  contented  reft. 
Man  from  his  fphere  eccentric  ftarts  aflray  ; 
All  hunt  for  fame  ;  but  moft  miftake  the  way. 
Bred  at  St.  OMER'S  to  the  Shuffling  trade, 
The  hopeful  youth  a  Jefuit  might  have  made, 
With  various  reading  ftor'd  his  empty  {kull, 
Learn'd  without  fenfe',  and  venerably  dull ; 
Or  at  fome  banker's  defk,  like  many  more, 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
His  name  had  flood  in  CITY  ANNALS  fair, 
And  PRUDENT  DULLNESS    mark'd  him  for  a 
MAYOR, 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  ftage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wondVous  wafte  of  pains.? 
To  publifh  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains .? 
Or  might  net  reafon,  e'en  to  thee,  have  mewn 
Thy  greatefl  praife  had  been  to  live  UNKNOWN  ? 
Yet  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  defpair  : 
Fortune  makes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  thronehigh- plac'd  in  SMITHFIELD  view, 
To  facred  DULLNESS  and  her  FIRST-BORN  due, 
Thither  with  hafte  in  happy  hour  repair, 
Thy  birth-right  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 

SHUTER 
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SHUTER  himfelf  (hall  own  thy  jufter  claim, 
And  VENAL  LEiDGERspufftheir  MURPHY'S  name, 
Whilft  VAUGHAN  or  DAPPER,  call  him  which 

you  will, 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bill. 

There  rule  fecure  from  critics  and  from  fenfe, 
Nor  once  (hall  GENIU  s  rife  to  give  offence  ; 
Eternal  peace  mall  blefs  the  happy  more, 
And  LITTLE  FACTIONS  break. thy  reft  no  more. 

From  Co  VE-NT-GARDEN  crowds  promifcuous  go, 
Whom  the  mufe  knows  not,  nor  defires  to  know. 
Vet'rans  they  feem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
Than  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  never  bore  j 
Like  Weftminfter  militia  trained  to  fight, 
They  fcarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right. 
Afham'd  among  fuch  troops  to  mew  their  head, 
Their  chiefs  were  fcatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled. 

SPARKS  at  his  glafs  fat  comfortably  down 
To  fep'rate  frown  from  fmile,  and  fmile  from  frown. 
SMITH  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  fmart, 
SMITH  was  juft  gone  to  fchool  to  fay  his  part, 
Ross  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
Was  fall:  afleep  at  dear  STATIRA'S  feet; 
STATIRA,  with  her  hero  to  agree, 
Stood  on  her  feet  as  fa  ft  afleep  as  he. 
MACKLIN,  who  largely  deals  in  half-form'd  founds, 
Who  wantonly  tranfgrefles  Nature's  bounds, 
Whofe  Acting's  hard,  affefled,  and  conftrain'd, 
Whofe  features  as  each  other  they  difdain'd, 

V  o  L.  I.  C  At 
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At  variance  fet,  inflexible  and  coarfe, 

Ne'er  know  the  workings  of  united  force, 

Ne'er  kindly  foften  to  each  other's  aid, 

Nor  mew  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  light  and  fhade, 

No  longer  for  a  thanklefs  dage  concern'd, 

To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  Genius  turn'd, 

Harangu'd,  gave  Lectures,  made  each  fimple  elf 

Almod  as  good  a  fpeaker  as  himfelf ; 

Whild  the  whole  town,  mad  with  miflaken  zeal, 

An  aukward  rage  of  ELOCUTION  feel; 

Dull  CITS  and  grave  DIVINES  his  praife  proclaim, 

And  join  with  SHERIDAN'S  their  MACKLIN'S  name. 

SHUTER,  who  never  car?d  a  Tingle  pin 

Whether  he  left  out  nonfenfe,  or  put  in, 

Who  aim'd  at  wit,  tho'  levell'd  in  the  dark, 

The  random  arrow  feldom  hit  the  mark, 

At  Iflington,  all  by  the  placid  dream 

Where  city  fwains  in  lap  of  Dullnefs  dream, 

Where,  quiet  as  ber  drains  their  drains  do  flow, 

That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know  ; 

Secret  at  night,  with  ROLT'S  experienc'd  aid, 

The  plan  of  future  operations  laid, 

Projected  fchemes  the  fuminer  months  to  chear, 

And  fpin  out  happy  Folly  through  the  year. 

But  think  not,  though  thefe  dadard-chiefs  are 

fled, 

That  COVENT-GARDEN  tioops  fliall  want  a  head: 
Harlequin  comes  to  their  chief! — fee  from  afar, 
The  hero  feated  in  fantadic  car ! 
Wedded  to  Novelty,  his  only  arms 
Are  wooden  fwords,  wands,  talifmans,  and  charms ; 

On 
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On  one  fide  Folly  fits,  by  forae  call'd  Fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron  LUN. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a-thirfl  in  vain, 
Senfe,  helplefs  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mif-fhapen  beads  the  chariot  draw, 
Whom  Reafon  loaths,  and  Nature  never  faw, 
Mongers,  with  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire  ; 
Gorgons  and  hydras,  and  Chimaeras  dire. 
Each  was  beflrode  by  full  as  monflrous  wight, 
Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hermaphrodite. 
The  Town,  as  ufual,  met  him  in  full  cry  ; 
The  Town,  as  ufual,  knew  no  reafon  why. 
But  Eafhion  fo  directs,  and  Moderns  raife 
On  Fafliion's mouldering  bafe,  their  tranfientpraife, 

Next  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force  ;  for  Britain  owns  no  Salique  La-w^ 
Juft  to  their  worth,  we  female  rights  admit, 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

Firft,  gigling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  Gen'ral  CLIVE. 
In  fpite  of  outward  blemifhes  me  (hone  ; 
For  Humour  famM,  and  Humour  all  her  own. 
Eafy  as  if  at  Home  the  ftage  fhe  trod  ; 
Nor  fought  the  critic's  praife,  nor  fear'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  fpirit  and  in  eafe, 
She  pleas'd  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  pleafe. 
No  comic  aftrefs  ever  yet  could  raife, 
On  humour's  bafe,  more  merit  or  more  praife. 

C  2,  With 
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With  all  the  native  vigour  of  fixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  confpicuousfeen, 
See  lively  POPE  advance  in  jig,  and  trip 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  Art,  but  yet  to  Nature  true, 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  juft  yet  new. 
Chear'd  by  her  promife,  we  the  lefs  deplore 
The  fatal  time  when  CLIVE  mail  be  no  more, 

Lo!  VINCENT  comes — with  fimple  grace  ar- 

ray'd  ; 

She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  fcorns  parade. 
Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  fhevvn ; 
Whilft  GAY  once  more  knows  POLLY  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear  -»- 
I  fee  it  all,  but  mufl  forgive  it  HERE. 
Defe&s  like  thefe  which  MODEST  terrors .caufe, 
From  Impudence  itfelf  extort  applaufe. 
Candour  and  Reafon  ftill  take  Virtue's  part  ; 
We  love  e'en  foibles  in  fo  good  an 'heart. 

Let  TOMMY  ARNE,  with  ufual  pomp  or  ftile, 
Whofe  chief,  whofe  only  merit's  to  compile, 
Who,  meanly  pilf'ring  here  and  there  a  bit, 
Deals  mafic  out  as  MURPHY  deals  out  Wit, 
Publifh  propofals,  laws  for  tafte  prefcribe, 
And  chant  the  praife  of  an  ITALIAN  tribe  ; 
Let  him  reverfe  kind  Nature's  firft  decrees, 
And  teach  e'en  BRENT  a  method  not  to  pleafe  ; 
But  never  fhall  a  TRULY  BRITISH  Age 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  EUNUCHS  on  the  ftage. 

The 
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The  boafted  work's  call'd  NATIONAL  in  vain, 
If  one  ITALIAN  voice  pollutes  the  drain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  (laves  with  joy  obeyy 
Let  flavim  minftrels  pour  th'  enervate  lay ; 
To  BRITONS,  far  more  noble  pleafures  fpring, 
In  native  notes,  whilft  BEARD  and  VINCENT  fing. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame, 
What  rival  fhould  with  Y  AT  ES.difpute  her  claim  r 
But  juftice  may  not  partial  trophies  raife, 
Nor  fink  the  Actrefs  in  the  Woman's  praife. 
Still,  hand  in  hand,  her  words  and  a&ions  go, 
And  the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  mow  : 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face, 
We  no  variety  of  pafllons  trace; 
Dead  to  the  foft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
No  kindred  foftnefs  can  thofe  eyes  impart ; 
The  brow,  (till  fix'd  in  forrow's  fullen  frame, 
Void  of  diftin&icn,.  marks  all  parts  the  fame* 

What's  a  fine  perfon  tir  a  beauteous  face, 
Unlefs  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  ? 
BlefsM  with  all  other  requifites  to  pleafe, 
Some  want  the  ftriking  elegance  of  Eafe  ; 
The  curious  eye  their  aukward  movement  tires  j 
They  feera  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  ftatues,  in  one  pofture  ftill, 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  (kill  : 
Wond  ring,  his  art  we  praife  the  more  we  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themfelves  are  what  we  beauties  call, 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  ftrength  to  all. 

C  3  This 
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This  teaches  ev'ry  beauty  to  unite, 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  noblefl  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidft  the  throng, 
With  tranfient  gleam  of  grace,  HART  fweepsalofl] 

If  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  perfon  finely  turn'd,  a  mould  of  face, 
Where,  Union  rare,  Expreflion's  lively  force, 
With  Beauty's  fofteft  magic  holds  difcourfe, 
Attract  the  eye  ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art, 
Rouze.the  quick  paffions,  and  enflame  the  heart; 
If  mufic,  fweetly  breathing  from  the  tongue, 
Captives  the  ear,  BRIDE  muil  not  pafs  unlung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill-nature  terms  conceit,. 
By  time  and  cuftom  conquer'd,  fhall  retreat ; 
When  judgment,  tutor'd  by  experience  fage, 
Shall  {hoot  abroad,  and  gather  flrength  from  age  ; 
W^hen  heav'n  in  mercy  fhall  the  flage  releafe 
From  the  dull  (lumbers  of  a  flill-life  piece ; 
When  fome  ftale  flow'r,  difgraceful  to  the  walk, 
Which  long  hath  hung,  tho'  wither'd,  on  theftalk, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  BRIDE  fhall  make  her  way,, 
And  merit  find  a  paffage  to  the  day ; 
Brought  into  aclion  me  at  once  fhall  raife 
Her  own  renown,  and  juftify  our  praife. 

FormM  for  the  tragic  fcene,  to  grace  the  ftage, 
With  rival  excellence  of  Love  and  Rage, 
Miftrefs  of  each  foft  art,  with  matchlefs  fkill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  paffions  as  me  will ; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  fympathetic  woe, 
Awake  the  figh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow  ; 

To 
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To  pot  on  Frenzy's  wild  di{lrac~ted  glare, 
And  freeze  the  Soul  with  horror  and  defpair  j 
With  juft  defert  enrolTd  in  endlefs  fame, 
Confcious  of  worth  fuperior,  GIBBER  came. 

When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  are  rack'd, 
And  ftrongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  diftracl ; 
Struck  with  her  grief  I  catch  the  madnefs  too  ! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headlefs  trunk  I  view, 
The  roof  cracks,  (hakes,  and  falls !  —  New  horrors 
And  Reafon  buried  in  the  ruin  lies.  [rife* 

Nobly  difdainful  of  each  flavim  art, 
She  makes  her  firft  attack  upon  the  heart: 
Pleas'd  with  the  fummons,  it  receives  her  Iaws3. 
And  all  is  filence,  fympathy,  applaufe. 

But  when,  by  fond  Ambition  drawn  afide, 
Giddy  with  praife,  and  puff'd  with  female  pride,  , 
She  quits  the  tragic  fcene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  Nature's  fence ; 
I  fcarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Or  find  out  GIBBER  through  the  dark  difguife. 

PRIT CHARD,  by  Nature  for  the  ftage  defign'da,  , 
In  perfon  graceful,  and  in  fenfe  refin'd  ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  became,  , 
Her  voices  free  from  blemifh  as  her  fame. 
Who  knows  fo  well  in  majefty  to  pleafe, 
Attempered  with  the  graceful  charms  of  eafe  ? 

^  When  Congreve's  favoured  pantomime  to  grace,, 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorilh  race  ; 

C  4  When 
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When  Love,  Hate,  Jealoufy,  Defpair  and  Rage, 
With  wildeft  Tumults  in  her  bread  engage  ; 
Still  equal  to  herfelf  is  Zara  feen  ; 
Her  pafTions  are  the  pafTions  of  a  Queen. 

When  fhe  to  murder  whets  the  tim'rous  Thane, 
I  feel  ambition  rum  through  ev'ry  vein ; 
Perfuafion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue, 
My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve's  new-ftrung. 

In  Comedy—,"  Nay,  there,"  cries  Critic,  hold 
"  PRIT CHARD'S  for  Comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
"  Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  coquette, 
"  Or  force  a  laugh  with  over-grown  Julett? 
t(  Her  Speech,  Look,  Action,  Humour,  all  are  juft ; 
<f  But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  difguft." 

Are  Foibles  then,  and  Graces  of  the  mind, 
In  real  life  to  fize  or  age  confin'd  ? 
Do  fpirits  flow,  and  is  good  breeding  plac'd 
In  any  fet  circumference  of  waift  ? 
As  we  grow  old  doth  affectation  ceafe, 
Orrgives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
If  in  originals  thefe  things  appear, 
Why  fhould  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 
The  nice  pun&ilio-mongers  of  this  age, 
The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  ftage  ; 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 
Some  (landard-meafure  for  each  part  mould  find; 
Which  when  the  bell  of  Actors  (hall  exceed, 
Let.it  devolve  to  one  of  fmaller  breed. 

ALL 
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All  a6~lors  too  upon  the  back  fliould  bear 
Certificate  of  birth  ;  —  -time,  when  ;  —  place,  where  j 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 
Unlefs  they  know  the  minute  of  their  birth  ? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find*  too  late, 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  a£tcr  out  of  date* 

Figure,  I  own,  at  firil  may  give  offence, 
And  harmly  ftrike  the  eye's  too  curious  fenfe: 
But  when  perfections  of  the  mind  break  forth, 
Humour's  chafte  fallies,  Judgment's  folid  worth  ; 
When  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  Nature  taught^ 
Springs  into  Senfe,  and  ev'ry  action's  Thought  ; 
Before  fuch  merit  all  objections  fly  ; 
PKITCHARD'S  genteel,  and  GARRICK'S  fix   feet 


Ofi  have  I,  PR  IT  CHARD,  feen-  thy  wond'rous 

ikill, 

ConfefsM  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  dill. 
That  worth  which  fhone  in  fcatter'd  rays  before, 
Collected  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 
The  JEALOUS  WIFE  !  —  On  that  thy  trophies  raife,, 
Inferior  only  to  the  Author's  praife. 

From  Dublin,  fam'd  in  legends  of  Romance 
For  mighty  magic  of  enchanted  lance, 
With  which  her  heroes  arm'd  victorious  prove, 
And-  like  a  flood  rufh  o'er  the  land  of  Love  ; 
MOSSOP  and   BARRY  came.  —  Names  ne'er  de- 

f.gn'd 
By  fate  in.  the  fame  fentence  to  be  join'd. 

C  5,  Rak'd' 
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Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim, 
They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  Fame  ; 
There  the  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height, 
Spurr'd  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
Thus  fportive  boys,  around  fome  bafon's  brim, 
Behold  the  pipe- drawn  bladders  circling  fvvim  : 
But  if,  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arife 
Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  common  fize, 
Eager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare, 
Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  fink  to  air. 

MOSSOP,  attach'd  to  military  plan, 
Still  kept  his  eye  fixM  on  his  right-hand  man  : 
Whilft  the  mouth  meafures  words  with  feeming 

(kill, 

The  right-hand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  dill. 
For  he  refolv'd  on  fcripture-grounds  to  go, 
What  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  fhall  not  know. 
With  ftudied  impropriety  of  fpeech, 
He  foars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach  ; 
To  epithets  allots  emphatic  flate, 
Whilft  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  lacquies  wait, 
Jn  ways  firft  trodden  by  himfelf  excels, 
And  Hands  alone  in  indeclinables  ; 
Conjunction,  prepofition,  adverb,  join 
To  ftamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervous  line  : 
In  monofyllables  his  thunders  roll, 
HE,  SHE,  IT,  AND,  WE,  YE,  THEY,  fright 
the  foul. 

In  perfon  taller  than  the  common  fize, 
Behold  where  BARRY  draws  admiring  eyes ! 
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When  lab'ring  pailions  in  his  bofoni  pent, 
ConvuHive  rage  and  ftruggling  heave  for  vent ; 
Spectators,  with  imagin'd  terrors  warm, 
Anxious  expect  the  burning  of  the  florm  : 
But  all  unfit  in  fuch  a  pile  to  dwell, 
His  voice  comes  forth  like  Echo  from  her  cell ; 
To  fwell  the  temped  needful  aid  denies, 
And  all  a-down  the  ftage  in  feeble  murmurs  dies. 

What  man,  like  BARRY,  with  fuch  pains,  can  err 
In  elocution,  aclion,  character  ? 
What  man  could  give,  if  BARRY  was  not  here> 
Stich  well  applauded  tendernefs  to  Lear  ? 
Who  elfe  can  fpeak  fo  very  very  fine, 
That  fenfe  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line  ? 

Some  dozen  lines  before  the  ghofl  is  there, 
Behold  him  for  the  folemn  fcene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poifes  each  limb;, 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.  — 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  flretch  of 

art, 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghoft,  and  Ha !  a  dart 

When  he  appears  mofl  perfeft,  ftill  we  find 
Something  which  jars'upon,  and  hurts  the  mincL 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown, 
We  fee  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own, 
No  flame  from  Nature  ever  yet  he  caughr, 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught  j 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  bafe  of  art, 
And  conn'd  his  paflions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 
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QUIN,  from  afar,  lufd  by  the  fceni  of  fame, 
A  Stage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim. 
Pupil  of  BETTERTON  and  BOOTH.     Alone, 
Sullen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  his  own. 
For  how  mould  Moderns,  mufhrooms  of  the  day,. 
Who  ne'er  thofe  mailers  knew,  know  how  to  play  ? 
Grey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  the  times  when  they  themfelves  were  young  ; 
Who,  having  loft  all  rdim  for  the  ftage, 
See  not  their  own  defects,  but  lafh  the  age,, 
Received,  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applaufe,, 
1  heir  darling  chief,  and  lin'd  his  fav'rite  caufe. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  mufe  to  tread 
Infulting  o'er  the  afhes  of  the  dead* 
But,  jufl  to  living  merit,  (he  maintains, 
And   dares    the  tefl,    whi'ft   GARRICK'S   Genius 

reigns ; 

Ancients,  in  vain,  endeavour  to  excel, 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  a£t  as  well. 
But  though  prefcription"'s  force  we  difallow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  fubmilTive  bow  ; 
Though  we  den/  imaginary  grace; 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place  ; 
Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  fhall  bear 
Due  praife,  nor  muil  we,  QUIN,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore  fterHng    weight,    nervous  and 

ftrong  ; 

In  manly  tides  of  fenfe  they  roll'd  along. 
Happy,  in  art>  ^e  chiefly  had  pretence 
Tt  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  fenfe. 

No.. 
I 
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No  a&or  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  all  the  labour 'd  artifice  of  fpeech. 
Speech  !  Is  that  all  ?— And  (hall  an  actor  found 
An  univerfal  fame  en  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themfelves  fpeaks  properly  by  rote, 
And,  in  fix  months,  my  dog  mall  howl  by  note. 
I  laugh  at  thofe,  who,  when  the  ftage  they  tread> 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head  ; 
With  ftri&  propriety  their  care's  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  paffion  halts  behind. 
To  Syllable  diflectors,  they  appeal, 
Allow  them  accent,  cadence, — Fools  may  feel  j 
Uut  Spite  of  all  the  critic;  Ting  elves, 
Thofe  who  would  make  us  feel,  muft  feel  ihem- 
felves: 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  focket  taught  to  roll, 
Proclaim'd  the  fullen  habit  of  his  foul. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  ftage, 
Too  proud  for  Tendernefs,  too  dull /or  Rage. 
When  Hector's  lovely  widow  (bines  in  Tears, 
Or  Rowe's  gay  Rake  dependant  Virtue  jeers, 
With  the  fame  cafl  of  features  he  is  feen 
To  chide  the  Libertine  and  court  the  Queen. 
From  the  tame  fcene,  which  without  paflion  flows, 
With  juft  dtfert  his  reputation  rofe. 
Nor  lefs  he  pleas'd,   when,  on  fome  furly  plan, 
He  was,  at  once,  the  Ador  and  the  Man. 
In  Brute  he  flione  unequall'd  :  all  agree 
GARRICK'S  not  half  fo  great  a  brute  as  he. 
When  Cato's -labour' d  fcenes  are  brought  to  view, 
With  equal  praife  the  A&or  labour'd  too, 

For. 
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For  full  you'll  find,  trace  paffions  to  their  root, 
Small  difference  'twixt  the  Stoic  and  the  Brute. 
In  fancied  fcenes>  as  in  life's  real  plan, 
He  could  not  for  a  moment  fink  the  Man. 
In  whate'er  cart  his  character  was  laid, 
Self  ftill,  like  oil,  upon  the  furface  play'd. 
Nature,  in  fpite  of  all  his  Ikill,  crept  in: 
Horatio,  Dorax,  Falftaff,—  ftill  'twas  Qu IN. 

Next  follows  SHERIDAN. — A  doubtful  name, 
As  yet  unfettled  in  the  rank  of  fame. 
This,  fondly  lavifh  in  his  praifes  grown, 
Gives  him  all  merit:   That  allows  him  none. 
Between  them  both,  we'll  fleer  the  middle  courfc, 
Nor,  loving  praife,  rob  judgment  of  her  force. 

Juft  his  conceptions,  natural  ind  great: 
His  feelings  ftrong,  his  words  enforc'd  with  weight. 
Was  fpeecb-fam'd  QUIN   himfelf  to  hear   him 

fpeak, 

Envy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  cheek  : 
But  ftep-dame  Nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny'd  the  focial  povv'rs  of  voice  and  face, 
Fix'd  in  one  frame  of  features,  glar£  of  eye,  , 
PaiTions,  like  chaos  in  coniufion  lie  : 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  (kill  are  try'd 
To  form  diftin&ion  Nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  (brill  by  fits : 
The  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife, 
Coupled  together  for  the  fake  of'  flrife. 

His. 
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His  action's  always  ftrong,  but  fometimes  fuch, 
That  Candour  muft  declare  he  a£ts  too  much. 
Why  muft  impatience  fall  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ? 
Why  is  the  right  leg  too  forbid  to  ftir, 
Unlefs  in  motion  femicircular  ? 
Why  muft  the  hero  with  the  Nailer  vie, 
And  hurl  the  clofe  clench'd  rift  at  nofe  or  eye  ? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  poorDAVins 

down. 

Inhuman  tyrant  !  was  it  not  a  fhame, 
To  fright  a  king  fo  harmlefs  and  fo  tame  ? 

But,  fpite  of  all  defeats,  his  glories  rife; 
And  Art,  by  Judgment  form'd,  with  Nature  vies. 
BehoM  him  found  the  depth  of  HUBERT'S  foul, 
Whilft  in  his  own  contending  paflions  roll. 
View  the  whole  fcene,  with  critic  judgment  fcan, 
And  then  deny  him  Merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  fhort,  'tis  Nature's  fault  alone  ; 
Where  he  fucceeds,  the  Merit's  all  his  own. 

Laft  GARRIGK  came. — Behind  him   throng  a. 

train 
Of  fnarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out, — "  He's  of   ftature   fomewhat 

low, — 

«'  Your  Hero  always  fliould  be  tall  you  know,— 
e*  True  nat'ral  great nefs  all  confifts  in  height." 
Produce  your  voucher,  Critic. — "  Serjeant  KYTE." 

Another 
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Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts, 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  fhallow  hearts  5 
Mere  pieces  of  finefle,  traps  for  applaufe.-* 
•'«  A  vaunt,  unnat'ral  flart,  affe&ed  paufe. 

For    me,    by    Nature   form'd   to    judge   with 

phlegm, 

I  can't  acquit  by  wholefale,  nor  condemn. 
The  heft  things  carried  to  accefs  are  wrong : 
The-  fbrt  may  be  too  frequent,  paufe  too  long  ; 
But,  only  us'd  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Severed  judgment  muft  allow  them  Grace. 

If  Bunglers,  form'd  on  Imitation's  plan, 
Juft  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
Their  copied  fcene  with  mangled  arts  difgrace. 
And  paufe  and  ftart  with  the  fame  vacant  face  ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh  ;  thofe  tricks  we  fcorn, 
Which  fpoil  the  fcenes  they  mean  them  to  adorn. 

f 

But  when,  from  Nature's  pure  and  genuine  fource^ 
Thefe  ftrokes  of  Acting  flow  with  gen'rous  force, 
When  in  the  features  all  the  foul's  pourtray'd, 
And  paflions,  fuch  as  GARKICK'S,  are  difplay'd* 
To  me  they  feem  from  quickeft  teelings  caught : 
Each  flart  is  Nature ;  and  each  paufe  is  Thought. 

When  Reafon  yields  to  paffion's  wild  alarms,  • 
And  the  whole  Hate  of  man  is  up  in  arms  ; 
What,  but  a  Critic,  could  condemn  trre  Play'r, 
naufmg  here,  when  Cool  Senfe  paufes  there  ? 

\Vhil     ; 
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Whilil,  working  from  the  Heart,  the  fire  I  trace, 
And  mark  it  flrongly  flaming  to  the  Face  ; 
Whilft,  in  each  found,  I  hear  the  very  man  ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  thofe  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  fpiders,  from  the  tor tur'd  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic-web  with  curious  pain  : 
The  gods, — a  kindnefs  I  with  thanks  muft  pay,*— 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarfer  kind  of  clay  ; 
Nor  (lung  with  envy,  nor-  with  Spleen  difeas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  ftill  with  Nature  pleas' d  ; 
Hence  to  thy  praifes,  GAR  RICK,  I  agree, 
And,  pleas'd  with  Nature,    mufl  be  pleas'd  with 
Thee. 

Now  might  I  tell  how  filence,  reign'd  throughout, 
And  deep  attention  hufh'd  the  rabble  rout : 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  defire, 
Was  pale  as  afhes,  or  as  red  as  fire  : 
But,  loofe  to  Fame,  the  mufe  more  fimply  a&s, 
Rejects  all  flourish,  and  relates  mere  facts. 

The  judges,  as  the  fev'ral  parties  came, 
With  temper  heard,  with  Judgment  weigh  M  each 

Claim, 

And  in  their  fentence  happily  agreed, 
In  name  of  both,  Great  SHAKESPEARE  thus  de 
creed  : 

"  If  manly  Senfe  ;  if  Nature  link'd  with  Art 
"  If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  Human  Heart  ; 

«  If 
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<5  If  Pow'rsof  afling-vaft  and  unconfin'd; 

"  If  feweft  Faults,  with  greateft  Beauties  join'd ; 

u  If  ftrong  Expreffion,  and  ftrange  Pow'rs,  vvhic 

<{   lie 

**  Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  Eye } 
«'  If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 
"  And  which  no  face  fo  well  as  His  can  (how  ; 
«  Deferve  the  Preference ; — GARRICK,  take  the 

«  Chair; 
t(  Nor  quit  it  —  'till  Thou  place  an  Equal  there.!*' 


THE 


THE 
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THE 

APOLOGY. 

ADDRESSED   TO  THE 

CRITICAL  REVIEWERS. 


LAUGHS  not  the  heart,  when  Giants,  big  with 
pride, 

AfTume  the  pompous  port,  the  martial  ftride  ; 
O'er  arm  Herculean  heave  trT  enormous  fhield, 
Vaft  as  a  weaver's  beam  the  javelin  wield  ; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thundYing  JOVE  defy, 
And  dare  to  fmgle  combat — What  ?—  A  Fly. 

And  , laugh  we  lefs,  when  Giant  names,  which 

fhine 

Eftablifli'd,  as  it  were,  by  right  divine  ; 
CRITICS,  whom  evVy  captive  art  adores, 
To  whom  glad  Science  pours  forth  all  her  ftores ; 
Who  high  in-letter'd  reputation  fit, 
And  hold,  ASTRJEA  like,  the  fcales  of  Wit ; 
With  partial  rage  rum  forth,— Oh  !  fhame  to  tell ! 
To  crufh  a  bard  juft  burfting  from  the  fliell  ? 

Great 


46          T  H  E    A  P  O  L  O  G  Y. 

Great  are  his  perils  in  this  flormy  time 
Who  rafhly  ventures  on  a  fea  of  Rhime. 
Around  vatt  (urges  roll,  winds  envious  blow, 
And  jealous  rocks  and  quickfands  lurk  below, 
Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  more  his  friends  ; 
He  hurts  me  moil  who  lavifhly  commends. 

Look  thro'  the  world — in  ev'ry  other  trade 
The  fame  employment's  caufe  of  kindnefs  made*; 
At  lead  appearance  of  good  will  creates  ; 
And  ev'ry  fool  puffs  off  the  fool  he  hates  : 
Ccblers  with  coblers  fmoke  away  the  night, 
And  in  the  common  caufe  e'en  Hay'rs  unite. 
Authors  alone,  with  more  than  favage  rage, 
Unnat'ral  war  with  brother  authors  wage. 
The  pride  of-  Nature  would  as  foon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  in  wit  : 
Onward  they  rum  at  Fame's  imperious  call, 
And,  lefs  than  greater!;,  would  not  be  at  all. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  Honour, — or  the  Pence, 
O'er-run  with  wit,  and  deftitute  of  fenfe, 
If  any  novice  in  the  rhiming  trade, 
With  lawlefs  pen  the  realms  of  verfe  invade  ; 
Forth  from  the  court,  where  fcepter'd  fages  lit, 
Abus'd  with  praife,  and  flatter'd  into  wit  ; 
Where  in  lethargic  Majefty  they  reign, 
And  what  they  won  by  dullnefs  ftill  maintain  ; 
Legions  of  factious  authors  throng  at  once  ; 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  dunce  awakens  dunce. 
To  HAMILTON'S  the  Ready  Lies  repair  ;  — 
Ne'er  was  Lye  made  which  was  not  welcome  there. 

Thence, 


THE    APOLOGY.          47 

Thence,  on  maturer  judgment's  anvil  wrought, 
The  polifh'd  falfhood's  into  public  brought. 

lick  circulating  (landers  mirth  afford, 
And  reputation  bleeds  in  ev'ry  word. 

A  CRITIC  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whofe  fandion  handed  merit  up  to  fame  ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to  view  : 
His  Judgment  great  and  great  his  candour  too. 
No  fervile  rules  drew  fickly  tafte  afide  ; 
Secure  he  walk'd  for  Nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now,  Oh  ftrange  reverfe  !  our  Critics  bawl 
In  praife  of  Candour  with  a  Heart  of  Gall. 
Confcious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light, 
They  lurk  enfhronded  in  the  veil  of  night : 
Safe  from  detection,  feize  th'  unwary  prey, 
And  (lab,  like  bravoes,  all  who  come  that  way. 

When,  firft  my  mufe,  perhaps  more  bold  than 

wife, 

,^Bade  the  rude  trifle  into  light  arife, 
Little  (he  thought  fuch  tempefts  would  enfue, 
Lefs,  that  thofe  tempefts  would  be  raisM  by  you. 
The  thunder's  fury  rends  the  tow'ring  oak, 
ROSCIADS,  like  fhrubs,  might'fcape  the  fatal  ftroke, 
Vain  thought  !  a  Critic's  fury  knows  no  bound  ; 
DRAWCANSIR  like,  HE  deals  deftru&ion  round; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  ftranger  fpare, 
Who  gives  no  quarter  to  his  friend  V  OLT  AIRE. 

Unhappy  Genius  !  plac'd  by  partial  Fate 
With  a  free  fpirit  in  a  ilavifh  (late  ; 

Where 
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Where  the  relu&ant  mufe,  opprefs'd  by  kings, 

Or  droops  in  filence,  or  in  fetters  fings. 

In  vain  thy  dauntlefs  fortitude  hath  borne 

The  bigot's  furious  zeal  and  tyrant's  fcorn. 

Whydidfl  thou  fafe  from  home-bred  dangers  fteer, 

Referv'd  to  perifh  more  ignobly  here  ? 

Thus,  when  the  Julian  Tyrant's  pride  to  fvvell 

Rome  with  her  POMPEY  at  Pharfalia  fell, 

The  vanquifh'd  chief  efcap'd  from  CESAR'S  hand 

To  die  by  ruffian's  in  a  foreign  land. 

How  could  thefe  felf-ere£ted  monarchs  rarfe 
So  large  an  empire  on  fo  fmall  a  bafe  ? 
In  what  retreat,  inglorious  and  unknown, 
Did  Genius  deep  when  Dullnefs  feiz'd  the  throne? 
Whence  abfolute  now  grown,  and  free  from  awe, 
She  to  the  fubjeft  world  difpenfes  law. 
Without  her  licence,  not  a. letter  ftirs  ; 
And  all  the  captive  crifs-crcfs-row  is  hers.     , 
The  Stagyrite,  who  rules  from  Nature  drew, 
Opinions  gave,  but  gave  his  reafons  too. 
Our  great  Dictators  take  a  fhorter  way — 
Who  (hall  difpute  what  the  Reviewers  fay  ? 
Their  word's  fufficient  ;  and  to  afk  a  reafon, 
In  fuch  a  ftate  as  theirs,  is  downright  treafon. 
True  judgment  now  with  them  alone  can  dwell 
Like  church  of  Rome  they're  grown  infallible. 
Dull  fuperftitious  readers  they  deceive, 
Who  pin  their  eafy  faith  on  critic's  fleeve, 
And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  thing  believe  ! 
But  why  repine  we,  that  thefe  puny  Elves 
Shoot  into  Giants  ?— We  may  thank  purfelves  ; 

Fools 
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<Foois  that  we  are,  like  Ifrael's  fools  of  yore, 
The  Calf  ourfelves  h-ive  fafhion'd  we  adore. 
But  let  true  Reafon  once  refume  her  reign, 
This  God  fhtll  dwindle  to  a  Calf  again. 

Founded  on  arts  which  fhun  the  face  of  day, 
By  the  fame  arts  they  ftill  maintain  their  fway. 
Wrapp'd  in  myfterious  fecrecy  they  rife, 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  fate  and  wife. 
At  whomfoever  aim'd,  howe'er  fevere 
Th'  envenom'd  {lander  flies,  no  names  appear. 
Prudence  forbid  that  ftep. — Th'en  all  might  know, 
And  on  more  equal  terms  engage  the  foe. 
But  now,  what  Quixote  of  the  age  would  care 
To  wage  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 
-By  int'reft  join'd,  th'  expert  con  fed'rates  ftand, 
And  play  the  game  into  each  others  hand. 
The  vile  abufe  in  turn  by  all  deny'd, 
Is  bandy'd  up  and  down  from  fide  to  fide ; 
>It  flies — hey !— prefto ! — like  a  juggler's  ball, 
'Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all. 

All  men  and  things  they  know,  themfelves  un 
known, 

And  publifh  ev'ry  name — except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  ftrange— fecure  from  vulgar  eyes 
The.namelefs  author  pafles  in  difguife. 
But  vet'ran  critics  are  not  fo  deceiv'd, 
If  vet'ran  critics  are  to  be  believ'd. 
Once  feen,  they  know  an  author  evermore* 
Nay  fwear  to  hands  they  never  faw  before, 

VOL.  I.  D  Thus 


onht, 

* 
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Thus  in  the  ROSCIAD,  beyond  chance  or  doubt, 
They, -by  the  writing,  found  the  writers  out. 
"  That's  LLOYD'S— his  manner  there  you  plainl 

"  trace, 

«c  And  all  the  ACTOR  flares  you  in  the  face. 
<c  By  CoLMAisrthat  was  written. — On  my  life, 
"  The  ftrongeflfymptoms  of  the  JEALOUS  WIFE. 
((  That  little  difigenuous  piece  of  fpite, 
<6  CHU  R CHILL,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might 

((  write." 

How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  fmile, 
When  authors  -are  detected  by  their  (tile  : 
Tho'  ev'ry  one  who  knows  this  author,  knows 
He  fhifts  his  ftile  much  oftner  than  his  cloaths  ? 


Whence  could  arife  this  mighty  critic  fpleen, 
The  Mufe  a  trifler,  and  her  theme  fo  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  .angry  HEAVEN  fhould  fend 
The  bitt'reftFoe  where  moft  I  wifh'd  a  Friend  ? 
Oft  hath  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  name, 
And  hail'd  the  honours  of  thy  matchlefs  fame. 
Tor  me  let  hoary  FIELDING  bite  the  ground 
So  nobler  PICKLE  ftand  fuperbly  bound. 
From  LIVY'S  temples  tear  th'  hiftoric  crown, 
Which  with  more  juftice  blooms  upon  thine  own. 
Compar'd  with  thee  be  all  life-writers  dumb, 
But  he  who  wrote  the  life  of  TOMMY  THUMB. 
Who  ever  read  the  REGICIDE,  but  fwore 
The  author  wrote  as  man  ne'er  wrote  before! 
Others  for  plots  and  under  plots  may  call, 
Here's  the  right  method — have.no  plot  at  all. 
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'Who  can  fo  often  in  his  caufe  engage 
The- tiny  Pathos  of  the  Grecian  ftage, 
Whilft  horrors  rife,  and  tears  fpontaneousilow 
At  tragic  Ha  !  arid  no  lefs  tragic  Oh  !  ? 
To  praife  his  NERVOUS  WEAKNESS  all  agree ; 
And,  then,  for  fweetnefs,  who  fo  fweet  as  he  ? 
Too  big  for  utterance  when  forrows  fwell 
The  too  big  forrows  flowing  tears  mull:  tell : 
But  when  thofe  flowing  tears  (hall  ceafe  to  flow, 
Why — then  the  voice  mud:  fpeak  again  you  know. 

Rude  and  unfkilful  in  the  Poet's  trade, 
I  kept  no  NAIADS  by  me  ready-made  ; 
Ne'er  did  I  colours  high  in  air  advance, 
Torn  from  the  bleeding  fopperies  of  France ; 
No  flimfy  linfy-woolfy  fcenes  I  wrote, 
With  patches  here  and  there  like  Jofeph's  coat. 
Me  humbler  themes  befit :  Secure,  for  me, 
Let  Playrights  fmtiggle  nonfenfe  duty  free  : 
Secure,  forme,  ye  lambs,  ye  lambkins  bound, 
And  frilk  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground, 
Secure,  for  me,   thou  pretty  little  fawn 
Lick  SYLVIA'S  hand,  and  crop  the  flow'ry  lawn: 
Uncenfur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  rove, 
Thro'  the  green  umbrage  of  th'  enchanted  grove  ; 
Secure,  for  me,  let  foppifh  Nature  fmile, 
And  play  the  coxcomb  in  the  DESART  ISLE. 

The  ftagel  chofe — a  fubjecl:  fair  and  free — 
'Tis  yours — 'tis  mine — 'tis  public  Property. 
All  Common  Exhibitions  open  lie 
For  Praife  or  Cenfure  to  the  common  Eye. 

D  2  Hence 
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Hence  are  a  thoufand  Hackney- writers  fed  ; 
Hence  Monthly  Critics  earn  their  Daily-Bread. 
This  is  a  general  tax  which  all  muft  pay, 
From  thofe  who  fcribble,  down  to  thole  who  play. 
A&ors,  a  venal  crew,  receive  fupport 
From  public  bounty,  for  the  public  fport. 
To  clap  or  hifs,  all  have  an  equal  claim, 
The  cobler's  and  his  lordfhip's  right  the  fame. 
Alljoin  for  their  fubfiftence  :  all  expe6t 
Free  leave  to  praife  their  worthy  their  faults  correct. 
When  active  PICKLE  Smithfield  ftage  afcends, 
The  three  days  wonder  of  his  laughing  friends  ; 
Each,  or  as  judgment,  or  as  fancy  guides, 
The  lively  witling  praifes  or  derides. 
And  where's  the  mighty  diff'rence,  tell  rne  where, 
,  Betwixt  a  Merry  Andrew  and  a  Play'r  ? 

The  ftrolling  tribe,  a  defpicable  race. 
Like  wand'ring  Arabs,  fhift  from  place  to  place. 
Vagrants  by  law,  to  Juftice  open  laid, 
They  tremble,  of  the  beadle's  lafh  afra:d, 
And  fawning  cringe,  for  wretched  means  of  life* 
To  Madam  May'refs,  or  his  Worfhip's  Wife. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  fack, 
Carries  his  whole  regalia  at  his  back. 
His  royal  confort  heads  the  female  band, 
And  leads  the  heir  apparent  in  her  hand  ; 
The  pannier'd  afs  creeps  on  with  confcious  pride, 
Bearing  a  future  prince  on  either  fide. 
No  choice  muficians  in  this  troop  are  found 
To  varnifh  nonfenfe  with  the  charras  of  found  ; 

No 
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No  fwords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poifon'd  bowl ; 
No  lightning  fkihes  here,  no  thunders  roll  ; 
No  guards  to  fwell  the  monarch's  train  are  fhown  j 
The  monarch  here  muftbe a  ho  ft  ALONE. 
No  folemn  pomp,  no  flow  procefTion's  here  ; 
No  AMMON'S  entry,  and  no  JULIET'S  bier, 

By  need  compelled  to  proftitute  his  art, 
The  varied  a&or  flies  from  part  to  part; 
And,  ftrange  difgrace  to  all  theatric  pride  ! 
His  character  is  (hifted  with  his  fide. 
Queftion  and  Anfwer  he  by  turns  muftbe, 
Like  that  fmall  wit  in  MODERN  TRAGEDY  ; 
Who,  to  fupport  his  fame, — or  fill  his  purfe  — 
Still  pilfers  wretched  plans,  and  makes  them  vvorfs  5 
Like  gypfies,  left  the  ftolen  brat  be  known, 
Defacing  firft,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 
In  fhabby  ftate  they  ftrut,  and  tatter'd  robe  ; 
The  fcene  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 
No  high  conceits  their  mod'rate  wiihes  raife,_ 
Content  with  humble  .profit,  humble  praife. 
Let  dowdies  fimper,  and  let  bumpkins  flare,  > 
The  ftrolling  pageant  hero  treads  in  air  : 
Pleas'd  for  his  hour,  he  to  mankind  gives  law,  . 
And  fnores  the  next  out  on  a  trufs  of  ftraw. 

But  if  kind  Fortune,  who  we  fometimes  know 
Can  take  a  hero  from  a  puppet  (how, 
In  mood  propitious  fhould  her  fav'rite  call, 
On  royal  ftage  in  royal  pomp  to  bawl, 
Forgetful  of  himfelf  he  rears  the  head, 
And  I  corns  the  dunghill  where  he  £rft  vvas  bred  : 
D  3  Conver- 
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Converging  now  with  well-drefs'd  kings  and  queens? 
With  gods  and  goddeffes  behind  the  fcenes, 
He  fvveats  beneath  the  terror  nodding  plume, 
Taught  by  Mock  Honours  Real  Pride  t'  afFume. 
On  this  great  ftage,  the  World,  no  Monarch  e'er 
Was  Half  fo  haughty  as  a  Monarch  PlayV. 

Doth  it  more  move  our  anger  or  our  mirth 
To  fee  thefe  THINGS,  the  loweit  ions  of  ear,ih>, 
Prefume.vvith  felf-fufficient  knowledge  grac'd, 
To  rule  in  letters  and  prefide  in  Tafte  ? 
The  TOWN'S  decifions  they  no  more  admit, 
Themfelves  alone  the  ARBITERS  of  Wit  ;.. 
And  fcorn  the  jurifdi6Hon  of  that  COURT, 
To  which  they  owe  their  being  and  fupport. 
Aclors,  like  monks  of  old,  now  facred  grown,, 
Mart  be  attack  'd  by  no  fools  but  their  own. 

Let  the  Vain  Tyrant  fit  amid  ft  Jits  guards, 
His  puny  GREEN-ROOM  Wits  and  Venal  Bards*-.. 
Who  meanly  tremble  at  the  puppet's  frown, 
And  for.a  Play-houfe  Freedom  lofe  their  own  ; 
In  fpite  of  new-made  Laws,  .and  new-made  Kings? 
The  free-born  Mufe  with  libVal  fpirit  fings. 
Bow  down,  ye  Slaves,   before.  thefe.  Idols  fall  ; 
Let  Genius  ftoop  to  them  who've  none  at  all  ; 
Ne'er,  will  I  flatter,  cringe,  or  .bend  the<knee 
To  thofe  who,  Slaves  to  ALL,  are  .  Slaves  to 


A&ors,  as  A£tors,  are  a  lawful  game; 
The  poet's  right  5  and  Who  fhallbar  his  claim  ; 

And 
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And  if  o'er-weening  of  their  little  (kill, 

When  they  have  left  the  ftage,  they're  Actors  ftill ; 

If  to  the  fiibject  world  they  ftill  give  laws, 

With  paper  crowns  and  fceptres  made  of  ftraws  ; 

If  they  in  cellar  or  in  garret  roar, 

And  Kings  one  night,  are  Kings  for  evermore  ; 

Shall  not  bold  Truth^  e'en  there,  purfue  her  theme,1 

And  wake  the  Coxcomb  from  his  golden  dream  ? 

Or' if  well  worthy  of  a  better  fate, 

They  rife  fuperior  to  their  prefent  (late ; 

If,  with  each  facial  virtue  grac'd,  they  blend 

The  gay  companion  and  the  faithful  friend; 

if  they,   like  PRITCHARD^  join  in  private  life 

'J  he  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife  ; 

,chall  not  our  Verfe  their  praife  with  pleafure  fpeak, 

Though  Mimics  bark,  and  Envy  fplit  her  cheek  ? 

No  honeft  worth's  beneath  the  Mufe's  praife : 

No  greatnefs  can  above  her  cenfure  raife  : 

Station  and  wealth,  to  Her,'  are  trifling  things;  . 

She  (loops  to  A£tors,  and  fbe  foars  to  Kings. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred, 
To  fenfe  of  honour  as  to  virtue  dead  ; 
Whom  ties  nor  human,  nor  divine,  can  bind  >  .. 
Alien  to  GOD,  and  foe  to  all  mankind  ; 
Who  fpares  no  character  ;   vvhofe  ev'ry  word, 
Bitter  as  gall,  and  (harper  than  the  fword, 
Guts  to  the  quick  ;  vvhofe  thoughts  with  rancour 

fwdi; 

Wthofe  tongue,  on  earth,  performs  the  work  of 
Hell  ? 

I>  4  It 
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If  there  be  fuch  a  monfler,  the  REVIEWS 

Shall  find  him  holding  forth  againft  Abufe. 

«  Attack  Profeffion  !-—'tis  a  deadly  breach!  — 

f<  The  Chriflian  laws  another  leflbn  teach  :  — 

.*'  Unto  the  End  ftiould  charity  endure, 

"  And  candour  hide  thefe  faults  it  cannot  cure." 

Thu«    Candour's   maxims  flow   from   Rancour's 

throat. 
As  devils,  to  ferve  their  purpofe,  Scripture  quote.. 

The  Mufe's  office  was  by  HEAVEN  defign'd, 
To  pleafe,  improve,  inftru6r,  reform  mankind  ; 
To  make  deje-cled  Virtue  nobly  rife 
Above  the  tow'ring  pitch  of  fplendid  Vice  ; 
To  make  pale  Vice  abafh'd,  her  head  hang  down*  . 
And  trembling  crouch  at  Virtue's  awful  frown. 
Now  arm'd  with  wrath  Ihe  bids  eternal  fhame, 
With  ftri&eft  juftice  brand  the  villain's  name  : 
Now  in  the  milder  garb  of  Ridicule 
She  fports,  and  pleafes  while  (he  wounds  the  Fool, 
Her  fhape  is  often  varied  ;  but  her  aim, 
To  prop  the  caufe  of  Virtue,  ftill  the  fame. 
In  praife  of  Mercy  let  the  guilty  bawl, 
When  Vice  and  Folly  for  Correction  call, 
Silence  the  mark  of  weaknefs  juftly  bears, 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  fpares. 

But  if  the  Mufe,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth, 
With  harm  reflexions  wounds  the  man  of  worth ; 
If  wantonly  me  deviates  from  her  plan, 
And  quits  the  A6tor  to  expofe  the  Man  ; 
Afham'd,  me  marks  that  paflage  with  a  blot, 
And  hates  the  line  where  Candour  was  forgot. 

But 
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But  what  is  Candour,  what  is  Humour's  vein, 
Tho'  Judgment  join  to  confecrate  the  drain, 
If  curious  numbers  will  not  aid  afford, 
Nor  choiced  mufic  play  in  every  word  ? 
Verfes  mud  run,  to  charm  a  modern  ear, 
From  all  harm  rugged  interruptions  clear  : 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  Zephyr's  balmy  breeze  j 
Smooth  let  their  current  flow  as  fummer  Teas ; 
Perfect  then  only  deem'd  when  they  difpenfe  , 
A  happy  tuneful  vacancy  of  fenfe, 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb'rous  rage, 
Fit  helplefs  infants  for  the  fqueaking  ftage ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  of  pity,  Nature  wound, 
And  mangle  vigour  for  the  fake  of  found. 
Henceforth  farewel,  then  fevYifh  third  of  fame  $ 
Farewel  the  longings  for  a  Poet's  name  ; 
Perifh  my  Mule  ; — a  wifti  'bove  all  fevere 
To  him  who  ever  held  the  Mufes  dear, 
If  e'er  her  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen'rus  roughnefs  of  a  nervous  line, 

Others  affect  the  diff  and  fweiling  phrafe ; 
Their  Mufe  mud  walk  in  (lilts  and  drut  in  days  : 
The  fenfe  they  murder,  and  the  words  tranfpore, 
Left  Poetry  approach  too  near  to  Profe. 
See  tortur'd  Reafon  how  they  pare  and  trim, 
And,  like  Procruftes,  ftretch  or  lop  the  limb* 

WALLER,whofe  praife  fuccceding  bards  rehearfe^ 
Parent  of  harmony  in  Englifh  verfe, 
\Vhofe  tuneful  Mufe  in  fweeteft  accents  flows, 
In  couplets  firft  taught  draggling  fenfe  to  clofe, 

D  5  I" 
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Is  polifh'd  numbers,  and  <majeftic  found, 
Where  iliall  thy  rival,  POPE,  be  ever  found? 
But  whilft  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flows, 
E'en  excellence,  unvaried,  tedious  grows. 
Nature,  thro'  all  her  works,  in  great  degree. 
Borrows  a  blefling  from  VARIETY, 
Mafic  itfelf  her  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouze  the  Soul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 
Still  in  one  key,  .the  Nightingale  would  teize  : 
Still  in  one.  key,  not  BRENT  would  'always  pleafe. 


Here  let  me  bend,  great  DRYDEN,  at  thyfhrii 
Thou  deareft  name  to  all  the  tuneful  nine. 
What  if  fome  dull  Lines  in  cold  order  creep^. 
Aud  with  his  theme  the  poet  feems  to  deep  I  - 
Still  when  his  fubjeft  rifes  proud  to  view, , 
With  equal  ftrength  the  poet's  rifes  too., 
With  flrong.  invention,  nobleft  vigour  fraught, 
Thought  /till  fprings  up  and  rifes  out  of  thought;  ; 
Numbers  ennobling  numbers  in  their  courfe 
In  varied  fweetnefs  flow,  in  varied  force  ; 
The  pow'rs  of  Genius  and  of  Judgment  join, 
And  She  whole  Art  of  Poetry  is-  Thine, 

Bat  what  are  Numbers*  what  are  Bards  to  me. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  Paths  of  Poefy  ? 
«'  A  facred  Mufe  fhould  confecrate  her  Pen  ; 
**  Priefts  muft  not  hear  nor  fee  like  other  Men  ; 
*4  Far  higher  themes  fhould  her  ambition  claim  ; 
"  Behold  where  STERNHOLD  points  the.  way  t 
fame." 
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Whilft,  with  miftaken  zeal,  dull  bigots  burn, 
Let  Reafon  for  a  moment  take  her  turn. 
When  Coffee-fages  hold  difcourfe  with  kings. 
And  blindly  walk  in  Paper  Leading-firings, 
What  if  a  man  delight  to  pafs  his  time 
In  fpinning  reafon  into  harmlefs  Rhime  ; 
Or  fometimes  boldly  venture  to  the  Play  ? 
Say,  Where's  the  Crime?—  great  Man  of  Pru 
dence,  fay  ? 

No  two  on  earth,  in  one  thing  can  agree,  , 
All  have  fome  darling  fingularity, 
Women  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys,   - 
In  Gew-gaws  take  delight,  and  figh  for  toys. 
Your  fceptres,  and  your  crowns,    and  fuch  lik£ 

things, 

Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
Irr  things  indtff'rent  Reafon  bids  us  chufe, 
Whether  the  whim's  a  MONKEY  or  a  MUSE.  - 

What  the  grave  triflers  on  this  bufy  fcene, 
When  they  make  ufe  of  this  word  REASON,  mean, 
!  know  not ;  but  according  to  my  plan, 
•  Tis  LORD-CHIEF-JUSTICE  in  the  COURT  of 

MAN, 

Equally  form'd  to  rule  in  age  and  youth, 
The  Friend  of  Virtue  and  the  Guide  to  Truth; 
To  HER  I  bow,  whofe  facred  power  I  feel ; 
To  HER  decifion  make  my  laft  appeal ; 
Condemn'd  by  HER,  applauding  worlds  in  vain 
Should  tempt  me  to  take  up  the  Pen  again  : 
By  HER  abfolv'd,  my  courfe  I'll  ftill  purfue  :    - 
If  REASON'S  for  me>  G  OD  is  for  me  too. 

NIGHT. 
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WHEN   foes  infill  t,    and  prudent   friends  - 
difpenfe, 

In  pity's  ftrains,  the  worfl  of  infolence, 
Oft  with  thee,  LLOYD,  I  fteal  an  hour  from  grief3 
And  irrthy  facial  converfe  find  relief. 
The  mind,  of  fol:tude  impatient  grown, • , 
Loves  any  forrow  rather  than  her  own. 

Let  flaves  to  bufmefs,  bodies  without  foul,- 
Important  blanks  in  Nature's  mighty  roll, 
Solemnize  nonfenfe  in  the  day's  broad  glare, 
We  NIGHT  prefer,  which  heals  or  hides  our  care. 

ROGUES  juftified,  and  by  fuccefs  made  bold,  . 
Dull  fools  and  coxcombs  fancYified  by  Gotdr 
Freely  may  bafk  iq  Fortune's  partial  fay> 
And  fpread  their  feathers  ep'ning  to  the  day; 
But  thread-bare  Merit  dares  not  mew  the -head  ; 
'Till  vain  profperity  retires  to  bed. 
Misfortunes,  like  the  Owl,  avoid  the  light ; 
The  fons  of  CARE  are  always  fons  of  NIGHT. 

The  wretch  bred  up  in  Method's  drowfy  fchool, 
Whofe  merit  only  is  to  err  by  rule, 
Who  ne'er,  thro'  heat  of  blood  was  tripping  caught,- 
Noc  guilty  deem'd  of  one  eccentric  thought, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  foul  dire&ed  to  no  ufe  is  feen, 
Unlefs  to  move  the  body's  dull  Machine  ; 
Which  clock-work  like,  with  the  fame  equal  pace, 
Still  travels  on  thro'  life's  infipid  fpace, 
Turns  up  his  eyes  to  think  that  there  (hould  be 
Among  God's  creatures  two  fuch  things  as  we. 
Then  for  his  night-cap  calls,  and  thanks  the  pow'rs 
Which  kindly  gave  him  grace  to  keep^W  hours. 

Good  bouris—  Fine  words — but  was  it  ever  feen 
That  alt  men  could  agree  in  what  they  mean  ? 
FLORIO,  who  many  yearsacourfe  hath  run 
In  downright  oppofition  to  the  fun, 
Expatiates  on  good  hours,  their  caufe  defends  - 
With  as  much  vigour  as  our  PRUDENT  FRIENDS. 
Th'  uncertain  term  no  fettled  notion  brings,. 
But  ftili  in  diff'rent  mouths  means  different  things. 
Each  takes  the  phrafe  in  his  own  private  view, 
With  PRUDENCE  it  is  ten,  with  FLORIO  two. 

Go  on,  ye  fools,  who  talk  for  talking  fake, 
Without  difHnguifhing  diftin&ions  make  ; 
Shine  forth  in  native  folly,  native  pride, 
Make  yourfelves  rules  to  al!  the  world  befide  5 
Reafon,  collected  in  herfelf,  difdains 
The  flavifti  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains, 
Steady  and  true  each  circumilance  me  weighs, 
Nor  to  bare  wordi  inglorious  tribute  pays 
Men  of  fenfe  live  exempt  from  vulgar  awe> 
And  Reafon  to  herfelf  alone  is  law. 
That  freedom  me  enjoys  with  lib'ral  mind,  . 
Which  fhe  as  freely  grants  to  all  mankind. 

No 
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No  idol  titled  name  her  rev'rcnce  ftirs,.. 
No  hour  fhe  blindly  to  the  reft  prefers, 
All  are  alike  if  they're  alike  employ'd, 
And  all  are  good  if  virtuoitfy  enjoy 'd. 

Let  the  fage  DOCTOR  (think  him  one  we  .know) 
With  fcraps  of  ancient  learning  overflow, 
In  all  the  dignity  of  wig  declare 
The  fatal  confequence. of  midnight  air, 
How  damps  and  vapours  as  it  were  by  flealth,.. 
Undermine  life,  and  fap  the  walls  of  health. 
For  me  let  GALEN  moulder  on  the  melt,  5 
I'll  live,  and  be  Phyfician  to  myfelf. 
\Vhilft  foul  is  join'd  to  body,  whether  fate 
Allot  a  longer  or  a  fhcrter  date  ; 
I'll  make  them  live,  as  brother  fhould  with  brother. 
And  keep  them  in  good  humour  with  each  other. 

The  fureft  road  to  health,  fay  what  they  will,, 
Is  never  to  luppofe  we  mall  be  ill. 
Moil  of  thofe  evils  we  poor  mortals  know 
From  doctors  and  imagination  flow. 
Hence  to  old  women  with  your  hearted  rules, 
Stale  traps  and  only  facred  now  to  fools ; 
As  well  may  fons  of  phyfic  hope  to  find 
One  med'cine,  as  one  hour,  for  all  mankind. 

If  RUPERT  after  ten  is  out  of  bed 
The  fool  next  morning  can't  hold  up  his  head, 
What  reafon  this  which  ma  to  bed  mutt  call 
Whofe  head  (thank  heaven)  never  aches  at  all  ? 

la 
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In  different  courfes  different  tempers  run, 

He  hates  the  Moon,  I  ficken  at  the  Sun. 

Wound  up  at  twelve  at  noon,  his  clock  goes  righf^ 

Aline  better  goes,  .wound  up  at  twelve  at  night, 

Then  in  Oblivion'?  grateful  cup  I  drown  - 
The  galling  fneer,  the  fupercilious  frown, 
The  ftrange  referve,-.  the  proud  affe&ed  (late 
Of  upflart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  gnown  great-, 
No  more  that  abje&  wretch  difturbs  my  reft* 
Who  meanly  overlooks  a  friend  diilreft. 
Purblind  to  Poverty  the  Worldling  goes, 
And  fcarce  fees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nore  ; 
But  from  a  crowd  can  Tingle  out  his  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to.  fools  who  flrut  in  lace, 

Whether  thofe  ckffic  regions  are -furveyV! 
Where  we  in  earlieft  youth  together  ftray'd, 
Where  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  MowVy  fhorc,- 
Tho'  now  thy  happier  genius  runs  before, 
When  we  confp-r'd  a  th'anklefs  wretch  to  raifc, 
And  taught  a.  flump  to  (hoot  with  pilfer'd  praife> 
Who  once  for  Reverend  merit  famous  grown,  - 
Gratefully- drove  to  kick  his  MAKER  down, 
Or  if  more  gen'ral  arguments  engage, 
The  court  or  camp,  the  pulpit,  bar-ordage; 
If  half-bred  furgeons,  whom  men  do£lors  call, 
And  lawyers,   who  were  never  bred  at  all, 
Thofe -mighty*>letter'd  monfters  of  the  earthy  . 
Our  pity  move,  or  exercife  our-mtrth"; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth -pick  way, 
Our  rambling  thoughts  with  eafy  freedom  ftray  ; 

A  gainer- 
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A'gainer  ftill  thy  friend  himfdf  muft  find, 
His  grief  fufpended,  and  iniprov'd  his.mmd; 

Whilft  peaceful  {lumbers  blefs  the  homely  becV 
Where  virtu-e,   felf-approv'd,  reclines  her  head  ; 
Whilft  vice  beneath  imagin'd  horrors  mourns, 
And  ccafcience  plants  the  villain's  couch  with  thorny 
Impatient  of  reftra'nt,  the  a&ivi  minJ, 
No  more  by  fervile  prejudice  confin'd, 
Leaps  fronvher  feat,  as  wak'ned  from  a  trance, 
El  And  darts  through  Nature  at  a-finglc  glance. 
I  Then  we  our  friends,  our  foes,  ouvfelves,  furveyy, 
|  And  fee  b^y  NIGHT,  what  fools  we  are  by  DAY. 

Stript  of  her  gawdy  plumes  and  vain  difguife/ 
[|  See  where  ambition  mean,  and  loathfome  lies ! 
I!  Reflection  with  relenllefs  hand  pulls  down 
i  The  tyrant's  bloody  wreath  .and  ravifh'd  crown. 
Li  In  vain  he  tells  of  battles  bravely  won, 
I!  Of  nations  conquer'd,  and  of  worlds  undone  : 
Triumphs  like  thefe  but  ill  with  manhood  fait, 
And  fink  the  conqueror  beneath  the  brute. 
But  if,  in  featching  round  the  world.,  we  find 
Some  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  all  mankind, 
Whofe  anger,  like  the  bolt  of  JOVE,  is  fped 
Iri  terrors  only  at  the  guilty  head, 
Whofe  mercies,  like  HeavVs  dew,  refrefliing  faH 
Ift  gen'ral  love  and  chanty  to  all, 
Pleas'd<we  behold  fuch  worth  on  any  throne, 
And  doubly  pleas'd  we  find  it  on  our 'own. 

Through 


by  day> 
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Through  a  falfe  medium  things  are  fhewn 
Pomp,  wealth,  and  titles,  judgment  lead  aftray. 
How  many  from  appearance  borrow  ftate, 
Whom  NIGHT  difdains  to  number  with  the  Great  ! 
Mu ft-'  not  we  laugh  to  fee  yon-lordling  proud 
Snuff  up  vile  incenfe  from  a  fawning  crowd  ? 
Whilft  in  his  beam  furrouncling  clients  play, 
Like  5nfe<5ls  in  the  fun's  enliv'ning  ray, 
Whilft  JEHU  like,  he  drives  at  furious  rate, 
And  feems  the  only  charioteer  of  ftate, 
Talking  himfelf  into  a  little  God, 
And  ruling  empires  with  a  (ingle  nod  ; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  hear  him  law  difpenfe,  , 
That  he  had  int'reft,  and  that  they  had  fenfe  ? 
Injurious  thought!  beneath  NIGHT'S  honeft  fnade 
When  pomp:is  buried  and  falfe  colours  fade> 
Plainly  we  fee  at  that  impartial  hour 
Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  bim  the  tool  of  pow'r. 

God  help  the  man,  condemn'd  by  cruel  fate 
To  court  the  feeming,  or  the  real  great; 
Much  furrow  (hall  he  feel,  and  differ  more 
Than  any  (lave  who  labours  at  the  oar. 
By  (lavifh  methods  muft  he  learn  to  pleafe, 
By  fmooth-tongu'd  flattery,  that  curft  court-difeafe,- 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wayward  mood  ilrike  fail, 
And  fhift  with  fhifting  humour's  peevifh  gale, 
To  Nature  dead  he  muft  adopt  vile  Art, 
And  wear  a  fmile,  with  anguifh.  in  his  heart. 
A  fenfe  of  honour  would  deftroy  his  fchemes, 
And  conscience  ne'er  mufl:  fpeak  unlefs  in  dreams. 

Whem 
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.When -he  hath  tamely  borne,  for  many  years, 
I  Cold  looks,  forbidding  frowns,  contemptuous  fneers, 
i  When  he  at  laft  expects,  goodeafy  man, 
To  reap  the  profits  of  his  labour'd  plan, 
i]  Some  cringing  LACQJJEY,  or  rapacious  WHORE, 
|  To  favours  of  the  great  the  fureft  door. 
|  Some  CATAMITE,  or  PIMP,  in  credit  grown, 
|  Who  tempts  another's  wife,  or  fells  his  own, 
I  Steps  crofs  his  hopes,  the  promised  boon  denies, 
j  And  for  fome  MINION'S  MINION  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  reftraint,  unpraclis'd  in  deceit, 
•I  Too  refolute,  from  nature's  active  heat, 
I  To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pafs  them  by.; 
!  Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  fmcere  to  lye. 
i  Too  plain  to  pleafe,  too  honeft  to  be  great  ; 
I  Give  me,  kind  Heav'n,  an  humbler,  happier  flate  : 
|  Far  from  the  place  where  meji  with  pride  deceive, 
!  Where  rafcals  promife,  and -where  fools  believe; 
;!  Far  from  the  walk  of  folly,  vice  and  ftrife, 
I  Calm,  independent,  let  me  fteal  thro'  life, 

Nor  one  vain  wifli  my  fteady  thoughts  beguile 
!  To  fear  his  lordfliip's  frown,  or  court  his  fmile. 
||  "Unfit  for  greatnefs,  I  her  fnares  defy, 

And. look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye. 

To  others  let  the  glittYmg  bawbles  fall, 

Content  mall  place  us  far  above  them  all. 

'Spectators  only  on  this  buttling  ftage, 
"We  fee  what  vain  deflgns  mankind  engage  ; 
Vice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  purfue, 
And  one  old  folly  brings  forth  twenty  new. 

Perplex'd 
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Perplex'd  with  trifles  thro'  the  vale  of'  life, 
Man  ftrives  'gainft  man,  without  a  caufe  for  ft  rife  ; 
Armies  embattled  meet,  ^and  thoufands  bleed, 
For  fome  vile  fpot,  which  cannot  fifty  feed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  contend,   and,  wrong  or  right, 
For  the  world's  empire  kings  ambitious  fighr, 
What  odds  ?—»/«,«/  'tis  all  the  felf-fame  thing, 
A  Ninva  WORLD,  a  SQUIRREL,  and  a  KING. 

.BRITONS,  like  Roman  fpirits  fam'd  of  old, 
Are  caft  by  nature  in  a  PATRIOT  mould  ; 
No  private  joy,  no  private  grief  they  know, 
Their  foul's- engrofs'd.b}7' .public  weal  or. woe. 
Inglorious  eafe,  like  ours,  they.greatly  fcorn  : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreaths  their  brows  adorn. 
Gladly  .-they  toil  beneath  the  ftatefman's  pains, 
Give  them  but. credit  for  a  ftatefman's  brains. 
All  would  be  deem'd  e'en  from  the  cradle  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit. 
The  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling,  and  .the  dunce, 
Start  up  (God  blefs  us.!)  fUtefmen  all  at  once. 

His  mighty  charge  of  fouls  the --pried  forgets, 
The  court-bred  lord  his  promifes  and  debts, 
Soldiers  their  fame,  ir.i.'ers  forget  their  pelf, 
The  rake  his  miftrcfs,  and  the  fop  himfelf ; 
Whilil  thoughts  of  higher  moment  claim  their  cares. 
And  their  wife  head^  the  weight  of  kingdoms  bear. 


Females  themfelves  the  glorious  ardour  feel. 
And  boaft  an  equal,  or  a  greater  zeal, 


From 
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[From  nymph  to  nymph  the  date  infe&ion'flics, 
(Swells  in  her  breaft,  and  fparkles  in  her  eyes. 
[Overwhelm. '-d  by  politics  lie  malice,  pride, 
|Envy,  and  twenty  other  faults  befide. 
INo  more  their  little  flutt  ring  hearts  confefs 
,[A  paiTion  for  applaufe,  or  rage  for  drefs  ; 
i|No  more  they  pant  for  PUBLIC  RAREE-SHOWS, 
JOr  lofe  one -thought  en  monkeys-or  on  beaux. 
MCoquettes  no  more  purfue  the  jilting  plan, 
|And  luftful  prudes  forget  to  rail  at  man, 
IJThe  darling  theme  C  ^E  C  I  L  I  A-'s  felf  will  chufe, 
jJNor  thinks  of  fcandal  -whilibfhe  talks  of  news. 

The  CIT,  a  COMMON-COUNCIL-MAN  by 

place, 

^jTen  tliouland  mighty  nothings  in  his  face, 
•By  fituation  as  by  nature  great, 
[iWith  nice  precifion  parcels  out  the  ilate; 
(Proves  and  dif^roves,  affirms,  and  then  denies, 
[|Obje<Sls  himfelf,  and  to  himfelf  replies,  j 
iWieJding  aloft  the  Politician  rod, 

<Makes  PITT  bv  turns  a  devil  and  a  god  ; 
wMaintains,  e'en  to  the  very  teeth  of  pow'r, 

The  fame-thing  right -and  wrong  in  half  an  hour, 
[Now  all  is  well,   now  he  fupecls  a  plot, 

And  plainly,pr-oves,  WHATEVER  is,  is  NOT. 
.-'Fearfully  wife,   he  fhakes  his  empty  head, 

And  deals  out  empires  as  he  deals  out  thread. 

His  ufelefs  fcales  are  in  a  corner  flung, 

:,And  Europe's  balance  hangs  upon  his  tongue, 

Peace  to  fuch  triHers,  be  our  happier  plan 
To  pafs  thro'  life  as  eafy  as  we  can. 

Who's 
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Who's  in  or  out,  who  moves  this  grand  machine, 

Nor  Airs  my  curiofity  nor  fpleen. 

Secrets  of  rtate  no  more  I  wifli  to  know 

Than  fecret  movements  of  a  PUPPET-SHOW  ; 

Let  but  the  puppets  move,  I've  my  defire, 

Unfeen  the  hand  which  guides  the  MASTER- WIRE. 

What  is't  to  us,  if  taxes  rife  or  fall, 
Thanks  to  our  fortune  we  pay  none  at  all. 
Let  muckworms,  who  in  dirty  acres  deal, 
Lament  thofe  hardfhips  which  we  cannot  feel. 
His  GRACE,  who  fmarts,  may  bellow  if  he  pleafe, 
But  muft  I  bellow  too,  who  fit  at  eafe  ? 
By  cuftom  fafe  the  poet's  numbers  flow, 
Free  as  the  light  and  air  fome  years  ago. 
No  ftatefman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  his  pains 
To  tax  our  labours  and  excife  our  brains. 
Burthens  like  thefe  vile  earthly  buildings  bear, 
No  tribute's  laid  on  Cajlles  in  the  Air. 

Let  then  the  flames  of  war  deftru&ive  reign. 
And  ENGLAND'S  terrors  awe  imperious  SPAIN; 
Let  ev'ry  'venal  clan  and  neutral  tribe 
Learn  to  receive  conditions,  not  prefcribe  ; 
Let  each  new-year  call  loud  for  new  fupplies, 
And  tax  on  tax  with  double  burthen  rife; 
Exempt  we  fit,  by  no  rude  cares  opprefl, 
And,  haviTfglittle,  are  with  little  bleft. 
All  real  ills  in  dark  oblivion  lie, 
And  joys,  by  fancy  form'd,  their  place  fupply, 
NIGHT'S  laughing  hours  unheeded  flip  away, 
Nor  one  dull  thought  foretells  approach  of  DAY. 

Thus 
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'Thus  have  We  liv'd,  and  whilit  the  fates  afford 
Flam  Plenty  to  fupply  the  frugal  board, 
Whilft  MIRTH,  with  DECENCY  his  lovely  bride, 
And  Wine's  gay  GOD,  with  TEMP'K  ANCE  by  his 

fide, 

"their  welcome  vifit  pay  ;  whilft  HEALTH  at  tend  j 
The  narrow  circle  of  our  chofen  friends, 
Whilrt  frank  GcoD-H u  MO  u  R  cortfecratesthe  treat, 
And  WOMAN  makes  ibcie'ty  complete, 
Thus  WILL  we  live,  tho'  in  our  teeth  are  hurPd 
Thofe    Hackney   Strumpets,  PRUDENCE    and   the 

WORLD. 

PRUDENCE,  of  old  a  facred  term,  imply 'd 
Virtue,  with  godlike  wifdom  for  her  guide, 

But  now  in  gen'ral  ufe  is  known  to  mean 
The  italking-horfe  of  vice,  and  folly's  fcreen. 
The  fenfe  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 

tfypocrify  and  Prudence  are  the  fame. 

A  TUT  o  R  once,  more  read  in  men  than  books, 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  looks, 
Demurely  fly,  with  high  preferment  bleft, 
iiis  fav'rite  pupil  in  theie  words  addrefs'd  : 

WouUffl  thou,  my   fon,  be  wife  and  virtuous 

deem'd, 

3y  all  mankind  a  prodigy  efteem'd  ? 
3e  this  thy  rule  ;  be  what  men  prudent  call  ; 

UD'ENCE,  almighty  PRUDENCE,  gives  thecall. 
Keep  up  appearances  there  lies  the  te(f, 
The  world  wilt  give  :!iee  credit  for  the  reft. 
Dutward  be  fair,  however  foul  within  ; 
Sin  if  thou  wilt,  but  then  in  fccret  fin. 

VOL.  I.  E  Thi 
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This  maxim's  into  common  favour  grown, 

"Vice  is  no  longer  vice,  unlefs  'tis  known  ; 

Virtue  indeed  may  barefac'd  take  the  field, 

But  vice  is  virtue  when  'tis  well  conceaPd. 

Should  raging  pafilons  drive  thee  to  a  whore, 

Let  PRUDENCE  lead  thee  to  a  poftern  door  ; 

Stay  out  all  night,  but  take  efpecial  care 

That  PRUDENCE  bring  thee  back  to  early  prayer. 

As  one  with  watching  and  with  Trudy  faint, 

Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  faint. 

With  joy  the  youth  this  ufeful  leflbn  heard, 
And  in  his  mem'ry  flor'd  each  precious  word, 
Succefsfully  purfu'd  the  plan,  and  now, 
•"  Room  for  my  LORD — Virtue  ftand  by  and  bow.1 

And  is  this  all — is  this  the  worldling's  art, 
To  ma(k,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  heart  ? 
-Shall  lukewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grave, 
For  wife  and  good  (lamp  ev'ry  fupple  knave  ? 
Shall  wretches,  whom  no  real  virtue  warms, 
Gild  fair  their  names  and  iiate^  with  empty  forms, 
Whilft  VIRTUE  fecks  in  vain  the  wifh'd-fbr  prize, 
Becaufe,  difdaining  ill,  me  hates  difguife  ; 
Eecau  e  fhe  frankly  pours  forth  all  her  ftore, 
Seems  what  (he  //,  and  fcorns  to  pafs  for  more  ? 
Well — be  it  fo — let  vile  diilemblers  hold 
Unenvy'd  pow'r,  and  boaft  their  dear-bought  go!d,| 
Me  neither  pow'r  (ball  tempt,  nor  third  of  pelf, 
To  flatter  others  or  deny  myfelf, 
Might  the  whole  world  be  plac'd  within  my  fpan, 
I  would  not  be  tbut  THING,  that  PRUDENT  MAN.! 

What,! 
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What,  cries  Sir  PLIANT,  would  you  then oppofe 
Yourfelf,  alone,  againft  an  hoft  of  foes  ? 
Let  not  conceit,  and  peevim  luft  to  rail, 
Above  all  fenfe  of  int'reft  prevail. 
Throw  off,  for  fhame,  this  petulance  of  wit, 
Be  wife,  be  modeft,  and  for  once  fubmit  : 
Too  hard  the  ta/k  'gainft  multitudes  to  fight, 
You  muft  be  wrong,  the  WORLD  is  in  the  right. 

What  is  this  WORLD  ?  a  term  which  men  have 

got 

To  fignify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  what ; 
A  term,  which  with  no  more  precifion  pafles 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  affei  ; 
In  common  ufe  no  more  it  means  we  find, 
Than  many  fools  in  fame  opinions  join'd. 

Can  numbers  then  change  nature's  ftated  laws  ? 
Can  numbers  make  the  worfe  the  better  caufe  ? 
Vice  muft  be  vice,  virtue  be  virtue  ftill, 
Tho'  thoufands  rail  at  good  and  pra£tife  ill. 
Wouldft  thou  defend  the  Gaul's  deftrudive  rage 
Becaufe  vaft  nations  on  his  part  engage  ? 
Tho'  to  fupport  the  rebel  CAESAR'S  caufe 
Tumultuous  legions  arm  againft  the  laws, 
Tho'  Scandal  would  our  Patriot's  name  impeach, 
And  rails  at  virtues  which  me  cannot  reach, 
What  honeft  man  but  would  with  joy  fubmit 
To  bleed  with  CATO,  and  retire  with  PITT? 

Stedfaft  and  true  to  virtue's  facred  laws, 
Unmov'd  by  vulgar  cenfure  or  applaufe, 

E  2  Let 
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Let  the  WORLD  talk,  my  Friend  ;  that  WORLD 

we  know 

Which  calls  us  guilty  cannot  make  us  fo. 
Unaw'd  by  numbers,  follow  Nature's  plan, 
After t  the  rights,  or  quit  the  name  of  man. 
Confider  well,  weigh  ftric~tly  right  and  wrong ; 
Refolve  not  quick,  but  once  refolv'd  be  ilrong. 
In  fpite  of  Dullnefs,  and  in  fpite  of  Wit, 
If  to  thyfelf  thou  canft  thyielf  acquit, 
Rather  ftand  up  aflur'd  with  confcious  pride 
Alone,  than  err  with  millions  on  thy  fide. 
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SCOTS    PASTORAL. 

WH  E  N  CUPID  firft  inflruas  his  darts  to  fly 
From  the  fly  corner  of  fome  cook-maid's 
eye 

The  tripling  raw,  juft  enter'd  in  his  teens, 
Receives  the  wound,  and  wonders  what  it  means  ; 
His  heart,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  defire 
Within  him  ftirs,  each  time  (he  ftirs  the  fire ; 
Trembling  and  blufhing  he  the  fair  one  views, 
And  fain  would  fpeak,  but  can't — without  a  MUSE. 

So  to  the  facred  mount  he  takes  his  way, 
Prunes  his  young  wings,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay, 
His  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames, 
To  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hills  and  rills  proclaims, 
In  fimpleft  notes,  and  all  unpolim'd  drains, 
The  loves  of  nymphs,  and  eke  the  loves  of  fwains. 

Clad,  as  your  nymphs  were  always  clad  of  yore, 
In  ruftic  weeds — a  cook-maid  now  no  more— 

E  4  Beneath 
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Beneath  an  aged  oak  LARDKLLA  lies- 
Green  mofs  her  couch  ;  her  canopy  the  Ikies. 
From  aromatic  fhrubs  the  roguijb  gale 
Stealsypung  perfumes,  and- wafts  them  thro'  the  val 
The  youth,  turn'd  Twain,  and  fkiil'd  in  ruftic  lays, 
Faft  by  her  fide  his  am'rotis  defcant  plays. 
Herds  lowe,  Flocks  blear,  Pies  chatter,  Rave 

fcream, 

And  the  full  chorus  dies  a-dovvn  the  ftream. 
The  ftreams,  with  mufic  freighted,  as  they  pafs, 
Prefent  the  fair  LARDELI.A  with  a  glafs, 
And  ZEPHYR,  to  compleat  the  love  fick  plan, 
Waves  his  light  wings,  and  ferves  her  for  a  fan. 

But,  when  maturer  judgment  takes  the  lead, 
Thefe  childim  toys  on  Reafon's  altar  bleed  j 
Form'd  after  fome  great  man,  vvhofe  name  breeds 

awe, 

Whofe  ev'ry  fentence  Fafhion  makes  a  law, 
Who  on  mere  credit  his  vain  trophies  rears, 
And  founds  his  merit  on  our  fervile  fears ; 
Then  we  difcard  the  workings  of  the  heart, 
And  nature's  banifh'd  by  mechanic  art  ; 
Then  deeply  read,  our  reading  muft  be  mown; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  which  remains  unknown. 
Then  OSTENTATION  marches  to  our  aid, 
And  lettered  PRIDE  ftalks  forth  in  full  parade  ; 
Beneath  iheir  care  behold  the  work  refine, 
Pointed  each  fentence,  polifh'd  ev'ry  line. 
Trifles  are  dignified,  and  taught  to  wear 
The  robes  of  Antients  with  a  Modern  air, 

NONSENSE 
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NONSENSE  with  C/affic  ornaments  is  grac'd, 
And  pafles  current  with  the  ftamp  of  TASTE. 

Then  the  rude  THE oc RITE  is  ratifack'd  o'er, 
And  courtly  MARQ  call'd  from  MINCIO'S  fhore  ; 
Sicilian  Muffs  on  our  mountains  roam, 
£afy  and  free  as  if  they  were  at  home  ; 
NY  MPHS,  NAIADS,  NEREIDS,  DRYADS,  SATYRS, 

FAUNS, 

?port  in  our  floods,  and  trip  it  o'er  our  lawns; 
''low'r.s,  which  once  flouriiVd  fair  in  GREECE  and 

ROME, 

vlore  fair  revive  in  ENGLAND'S  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Ikies  without  cloud  exotic  funs  adorn  ; 
And  rofes  blufh  but  blufh  without  a  thorn  ; 
Landfcapes,  unknown  to  dowdy  Nature,  rife,s 
And  new  creations  ftrike  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards,  likethefe,  who  neither  fmg  nor  fay,, 
Srave  without  thought,  and  without  feeling  gay,. 
A/ hofe  numbers  in  one  even  tenor  flow, 
rfttun'd  to  pleafure,  and  uitund  to  woe, 
Who,  if  plain  COMMON-SENSE  her  vifit  pays,. 
And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happy  lays, 
As  at  fome  Gholt  affrighted,  dart  and  ftare, 
And  afk  the  meaning  of  her  coming  there  ? 
'or  bards  like  thefe  a  wreath  (hall  MASON  bring, 
*in'd  with  the  fofteft  down  of  FOLLY'S  wing} 
n  LOVE'S  PAGODA  (hall  they  ever  doze, 
And  GISBAL  kindly  rock  them  to  repofe  ; 
My  lord — to  letters  as  to  faith  mofl  true— • 
\\.  once  their  patron  and  example  too — 

E  5  Shall 
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Shall  quaintly  fafhion  his  love-labour'd  dreams. 
Sigh  with   fad    winds,    and   weep  with   weeping. 

ftreams, 

Curious  in  grief,  (for  real  grief,  we  know,. 
Is  curious  to  drefs  up  the  tale  of  woe) 
From  the  green  umbrage  of  fome  DRUID'S  feat, 
Shall  his  own  works  in  hrs  own  way  repeat. 

Me,  whom  no  mufe  of  heav'nly  birth  infpires*. 
No  judgment  tempers  when  rafh  genius  fires ; 
Who  boaft  no  merit  but  mere  knack  of  rhime, 
Short  gleams  of  fenfe,  and  fatire  out  of  time, 
Who  cannot  follow  where  trim  fancy  leads 
By  prattling  ftreams  o'er  flow  r- empurpled  meads ;, 
Who  often,  but  without  fuccefs,  have  pray'd 
For  apt  ALLITERATION'S  artjul  aid\ 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  matter's  (kil!^ 
Coin  fine  new  epithets,  which  mean  no  ill, 
Me,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev'ry  way  unfit, 
Tear  pacing  poefy,  and  ambling  wit, 
TASTE,  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to-place: 
Amongft  the  lowefl  of  her  favour'd  race. 

Thou,  NATURE,  art  my  goddefs— -to  thy  law 
Myfelf'Idedicate— hence  flavim  awe 
Which  bends  to  fafhion,  and  obeys  the  rules, 
Impos'd  at  firft,  and  fihce  obferv'd  by  fools. 
Hence  th'ofe  vile  tricks  which  mar  fair  NAT URE'* 

hue, 

And  bring  the  fober  matron  forth  to  view, 
Wiih  all"that  artificial  tawdry  glare, 
Ifyliich  virtue  fc.orns,  and  none  but  ftcump'ts  wean 
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Sick  of  thofe  pomps,  thofe  vanities,  that  wafte 
Of  toil,  which  critics  now  miftake  for  tafte, 
Of  falfe  refinements  lick,  and  labour'd  eafe, 
Which  Art,  too  thinly  veil'd,  forbids  to  pleafe, 
By  Nature's  charms  (inglorious  truth  !)  fubdued, 
However  plain  her  drefs,  and  'haviour  rude, 
To  northern  climes  my  happier  courfe  I  fleer, 
Climes  where  the  Goddefs  reigns  throughout  the 

year, 

Where,  undiiturb'd  by  Art's  rebellious  plan, 
She  rules  the  loyal  Laird,  and  faithful  Clan. 

To  that  rare  foil,  where  virtues  clutVring  grow, 
What  mighty  blefllngs  doth  not  ENGLAND  owe? 
What  waggon-loads  or  courage,  wealth  and  fenfe, 
Doih  each  revolving  day  import  from  thence  ? 
To- us  me  gives,  diiimerefted  friend, 
Faith  without  fraud,  and  STUARTS  without  end. 
When  we  profperity's  rich  trappings  wear, 
Come  not  her  gen'rous  fons  and  take  a  lharc  ? 
And  if,   by  fome  difaflrous  turn  of  fate, 
Change  fhould  enfue,  and  ruin  feize  the  ftate, , 
Shall  we  not  find,  fafe  in  that  hallow'd  ground,  . 
Such  refuge  as  the  HOLY  MARTYR  found  ? 

Nor  lefs  our  debt  in  SCIENCE,  tho'  denied, 
By  the  weak  flaves  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
7>i?''^came  the  RAMS  AYS,  names  of  worthy  note, 
Of  whom  one  paints,  as  well  as  t'other  wrote  j 
CI hence,  HOME,  dilbanded  from  the  Tons  of  pray'r, 
For  loving  plays,  tho'  no  dull  DEAN  was  there  ; 
Thence iflued  forth,  at  great  MACPHERSON'S  call, 
new,  Epic  fijflwbl  FIN  GAL  5 
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Tfe<-,f,MALLOCH,  friend  alike  of  Church  and  State, 

Of  CHRIST  and  LIBERTY,  by  grateful  Fate 

Rais'd  to  rewards,  which,  in  a  pious  reign, 

All  darling  Infidels  mould  feek  in  vain  ; 

"Thence  fimple  bards,  by  fimple  prudence  taught, 

To  this  wife  town  by  fimple  patrons  brought, 

In  fimple  manner  utter  fimple  lays, 

And  take,  with  fimple  penfions,  fimple  praife. 

Waft  me  fome  mufe  to  TWEED'S  infpiring  ftream>. 
Where  all  the  little  loves  and  graces  dream, 
Where  flowly  winding  the  dull  waters  creep,  * 
And  feem  themfelves  to  own  the  power  of  fleep, 
Where  on  the  furface,  Lead,  like  feathers,  fwims-v 
There  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  limbs, 
As  once  a  SYRIAN  bath'd  in  JORDAN'S  flood, 
Warn  off  my  native  {trains,  correct  that  blood* 
Which  mutinies  at  call  of  Englijh  pride, 
And,  deaf  to  prudence,  rolls  &  patriot  tide., 

From  folemn  thought  which  overhangs  the  brow 
Of  patriot  care,  when  things  ar£—  God  knows  how  ?. 
From  nice  trim  points,  where  HONOUR,  flave  to 
In  compliment  to  folly,  plays  the  fool:  [rule. 

From  thofe  gay  fcenes,  where  mirth  exalts  his  pow'r,. 
And  eafy  humour  wings  the  laughing  hour ; 
From  thofe  foft  better  moments,  when  defire 
Beats  high,  and  all  the  world  of  man's  on  fire, 
When  mutual  ardours  of  the  melting  fair 
More  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  of  care, 
Jb.lFriendjhip''*  fummons  will  my  WILKES  retreat, 
And  fee,  once  fan  before,  that  ant i nit  feat, 

That 
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ntiettt  feat,  where  majefty  difplay'd 
Her  enfigns,  long  before  tbs  world  was  made  ? 

Mean  narrow  maxims,  which  enflave  mankind. 
Ne'er  from  its  bias  warp  thy  fettled  mind. 
Not  dup'd  by  party,  nor  opinion's  flavr, 
Thofe  faculties  which  bounteous  Nature  gave, 
Thy  honeft  fpirit  into  practice  brings, 
Nor  courts  the  fmile,  nor  dreads  the  frown  of  Kings* 
Let  rude  licentious  Englishmen  comply 
With  tumults  voice,  and  curfe  they  know  not  why  ; 
Unwilling  to  condemn,,  thy  foul  difdains 
To  wear  vile  faction's  arbitrary  chains, 
And  ftriclly  weighs,  in  apprehension  cleir, 
Things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 
With  thee  GOOD-HUMOUR  tempers  lively  WIT, 
Enthron'd  with  JUDGMENT,  CANDOUR  loves  to 
And  Nature  gave  thee,  open  to  diflrefs,  [fit,, 

A  heart  to  pity,  and  a. hand  to  bids. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  nr.urn  the  wretched  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  defpis'd,  infulted  Scot, 
Who,  might  calm  reafon  credit  idle  tales, 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prevails, 
Or  ftarves  at  home,  or  practices,  through  fear 
Of  Starving,  arts  which  damn  all  confciefice  here. 
When  Scriblers,  to  the  charge  by  int'reft  led, 
The  fierce  North-Briton  foaming  at  their  head, 
Pour  forth  invectives,  deaf  lo  candour?s  call,. 
And  injtir'd  by  one  alien,  rail  at  all ; 
On  Northern  P  if  gab  when  they  take  their  fland, 
To  mark  the  weaknefs  of  that  Holy  Land, 

With 
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With  needlefs  truths  their  libels  to  adorn, 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  public  fcorn, 
Thy  gen'rous  foul  condemns  the  frantic  rage, 
And  hates  the  faithful,  but  ill-natur'd,  page. 

The  Scots  are  poor,  cries  furly  Englim  pride; 
True  is  the  charge,  nor  by  themfelves  denied. 
Are  they  not  then  in  flricSieft  reafon  clear, 
Who  wifely  come  to  mend  their  fortunes  here  ? 
If  by  low  fupple  arts  fuccefsful  grown, 
They  fapp'd  our  rigour  to  encreafe  their  own, 
If,  mean  in  want,  and  infolent  in  pow'r, 
They  only  fawn'd  more  furely  to  devour, 
Rous'd  byfuch  wrongs  rtiould  REASON  take  alarm,] 
And  e'en  the  MUSE  for  public  fafety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingenuous  virtue's  fway, 
And  follow  where  true  honour  points  the  way, 
If  they  revere  the  hand  by  which  they're  fed, 
And  bleis  the  donors  for  their  daily  bread, 
Or  by  va(t  debts  of  higher  import  bound, 
Are  always  humble,  always  grateful  found,  , 
If  they,  directed  by  PAUL'S  holy  pen, 
Become  difcreetly  all  things  to  all  men, 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them, 
Envy  may  hate,  but  juftice  can't  condemn. 
"  Into  our  places,  ftates,  and  beds  they  creep  :"" 
They've. fenfe  to  get,  what,  we  want  fenfe  to  keep. 

Once,  be  the  hour  accurs'd,  accurs'd  the  place> 
I  ventur'd  to  blafpheme  the  chofen  race. 
Into  ihofe  traps  which  men,  caWd  PATRIOTS, 
By  fpecious  arts  unwarily  betray'd,  [laid. 

Madly. 
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Madly  I  leagu'd  againft  that  facred  Earth, 
Vile  parricide  !  which  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  (hall  I  meanly  error's  path  purfue, 
When  heav'nly  TRUTH  'prefents  her  friendly  cluer 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  fhall  I  go  farther  in  ? 
To  make  the  oath,  was  rafh  ;  to  keep  it,  fin.. 
Backward  I  tread  the  paths  I  trod  before, 
And  calm  reflection  hates  what  paflion  fwore. 
Converted,  (blefled  are  the  fouls  which  know 
Thofe  pleafures  which  from  true  converfion  fTow,; 
Whether  to  reafon,  who  now  rules  my  hreaft, 
Or  to  pure  faith,  like  LYTTLETON  and  WEST) 
Pail  crimes  to  expiate,  be  my  prefent  aim 
To  raife  new  trophies  to  the  SCOTTISH  name. 
To  make  (what  can  the  proudefl:  Miife  do  more  ?) 
E'en  faction's  fons  her  brighter  worth  anore, 
To  make  her  glories,  ftamp'd  with  honeft  rhrmc3, 
In  fulled  tide  roll  down  to  lateft  times. 

"  Prefumptuous  wretch!  and  fhall  a  Mufe  1'tk'C; 

«  thine, 

"  An  Englifh  Muje,  the  meanefl  of  the  nine> 
"  Attempt  a  theme  like  this  ?  Can  her  weak  ftrain 
"  Expect  indulgence  from  the  mighty  THANE  .^. 
'*  Should  he  from  toils  of  government  retire, 
**  And  for  a  moment  fan  the  poet's  fire,. 
*'  Should  he,  of  fcienccs  the  moral  friend, 
"  Each  n;r/0w/,.eacb  important  fearch  fufpcnxl,,, 
"  Leave  unaflijled  HILL  of  herbs  to  tell, 
"   And  all  the  -wonders  of  a  Cockle- fie II, 
"  Having  the  Lord's  good  grace  before  his  eyes, 
"  Would  not  the  HOME  ftep  for  ill,  and  gain  the, 
"  r-rizc?  "-Qr, 
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"  Or  if  this  wreath  of  honour  might  adonn 
i{  The  humble  brows  of  one  in  England  born> 
"  Prefumptuous  ftili  thy  daring  muff  appear  ; 
"  Vain  all  thy  tow'ring  hopes,  whilft  I  am  here." 

Thus  fpake  a  form,  by  filken  fmile,  and  tone 
Dull  and  unvaried,  for  the  LAUREAT  known, 
FOLLY'S  chief  friend,  DECORUM'S  eldeft  Ion, 
In  ev'ry  party  found,  and  yet  of  none, 
This  airy  fubflana,  this  fubftantial  Jbade, 
Abafh'd  I  heard,  and  with  refpe<5t  obey'd. 

From  themes  too  lofty  for  a  bard  fo  mean, 
Difcretion  beckons  to  an  humbler  fcene, 
The  reftlefs  fever  of  ambition  laid, 
Calm  I  retire,  and  feek  the  fylvan  fhade. 
Now  be  the  Mufe  diiVob'd  of  all  .her  pride, 
Be  all  the  glare  of  verfe  by  Truth  fupplied, 
And  if  plain  nature  pours  a  fimple  ftrain, 
Which  BUTE  may  praife,  and  OSSIAN  notdifdainj 
OSSIAN,  fublimeft,  fimplejl  Bard  of  all, 
Whom -Englijb  Infidels,  MA-CPHERSON  call, 
Then  round  my  head  fhall  honour's  enfigns  wave. 
And  penfions  mark  me  for  a  willing  Have. 


Two  Boys,  whofe  birth  beyond   all  queflion 

fp  rings 

From  great  and  glorious,  tho'  forgotten,  kings, 
Shepherds  of  Scottijh  lineage,  born  and  bred 
On  the  fame  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  head, 

By 
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By  niggard  nature  doom'd  on  the  fame  rocks 
To  fpin  out  life,  and  ftarve  themfelves  and  flocks, 
Freih  as  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  mift, 
The  mountain  top  with  ufual  dyllnefs  kifs'd^ 
JOCKEY  and  SAWNEY  to  their  labours  rofe  ; 
|Soon  clad  I  ween,  where  nature  needs  no  cloaths, 
here,  from  their  youth  enurd  to  winter-fkies> 
>refs  and  her  vain  refinements  they  defpife. 

JOCKEY,  who-fe   manly  high-bpji'd'  cheeks  to 

crown 

freckles  fpotted  fla.m'd  the  golden  down, 
'ith  mikle  art  could  on  the  bagpipes  play, 
i'en  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  day  ; 
IAWNEY  as  long  without  remorfe  could  bawl 
[OME'S  madrigals-and  ditties  from  FINGAL. 
>ft  at  his  {trains,  all  natural  tho'  rude, 

Highland  Lafs  forgot  her  want  of  food, 
while  me  fcratcbd  her  lover  into  reft, 
lunkpleas'd,  tho'  hungry  on  her  SAWNEY'S  breaft. 

Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  no  tree  was  feen, 
,rth,  clad  in  ruflet,  fcorn'd  the  lively  green, 
'he  plague  of  Locufts  they  fecure  defy, 
'or  in  three  hours  a  gramopper  muft  die. 
Fo  living  thin-g,  whate'er  its  food,  feafts  there, 
•ut  the  Chameleon,  who  can  feaft  on  air. 
Wo  birds,  except  as  birds  of  pafTage  flew, 

bee  was  known  to  hum,  no  dove  to  coo, 

Fo  ftreams  as  amber  fmooth,  as  amber  clear,. 

rere  feen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  warble  here. 

Rebel- 


. 
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Rebellion's  fpring,  which  thro'  the  country  ran, 
Furnifh'd,  with  bitter  draughts,  the  fteady  clan. 
No  flow'rs  embalm'd  the  air,  but  one  white  rofe, 
Which  on  the  tenth  of  June,  by  in{lin£t  blows, 
By  inftinft  blows  at  morn,  and,  when  the  (hades 
Of  drizly  eve  prevail,  by  inftin&  fades. 

One,  and  but  one  poor  folitary  cave, 
Too  fparing  of  her  favours,  nature  gave  ; 
That  one  alone  (hard  tax  on  Scottifi  pride  I) 
Shelter  at  once  for  man  and  heart  fupplied. 
Their  fnares  without  entangling  briers  fpread, 
And  thirties,  arm'd  againft  th'  invader's  head, 
Stood  in  clofe  ranks  all  entrance  to  oppofe, 
Thirties  now  held  more  precious  than  the  rofe. 
AH  creatures  which,  on  nature's  earl'ieft  plan, 
Were  form'd  to  loath,  and  to  be  loath'd  by  man, 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  nartinefs  and  fpite, 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  fight, 
Creatures  which,  when  admitted  in  the  ark, 
Their  Saviour  fhunn'd,  and.  rankled  in  the  dark, 
Found  place  within,  marking  her  noifome  road 
With  poifon's  trail,  here  crawl'd  the  bloated  Toad 
There  webs  were  fpread  of  more  than  common  fiz€ 
And  half-ftarv'd  fpitlers  prey'd  on  half-ftarv'd  flies 
In  queft  of  food,  Efts  drove  in  vain  to  crawl  ; 
Slugs,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  fmear'd  the  flimy  wall 
The  cave  around  with  hiding  ferpents  rung  ; 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealthy  vapour  hung  ; 
And  FAMINE,  by  her  children  always  known, 
As  proud  as  poor,  Here  fixM  her  native  throne. 

Her, 
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Here,  for  the  fallen  fky  was  overcaft, 
And  fummer  fhrunk  beneath  a  wint'ry  blaft, 
A  native  blaft,  which,  arm'd  with  hail  and  rain, 
Beat  unrelenting  on  the  naked  Twain, 
The  Boys  for  flicker  made  ;  behind,  the  fheep, 
Of  which  thofe  fhepherds  ev'ry  day  take  keep, 
Sickly  crept  on  and  with  complainings  rude, 
On  nature  feem'd  to  call,  and  bleat  for  food. 

JOCKEY. 

Sitb  to  this  cave,  by  temped,  we're  confin'd, 
And  within  ken  our  flocks,  under  the  wind, 
Safe  from  the  pelting  of  this  perilous  ftorm, 
Are  laid  emong  yon  thirties,  dry  and  warm, 
"What,  Sawney,  if  by  fliepherd's  art  we  try 
To  mock  the  rigour  of  this  cruel  fky  ? 
What  if  we  tune  fome  merry  roundelay  ? 
Well  dofl  thou  fmg,  nor  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 

SAWNEY- 

Ah,  Jockey,  ill  advifeft  thou,  /  w//, 
To  think  of  fongs  at  fuch  a  time  as  this. 
'Sooner  (hall  herbage  crown  thefe  barren  rocks, 
Sooner  fhall  fleeces  cloath  thefe  ragged  flocks,. 
Sooner  fhall  want  feize  fhepherd*s  of  the  fouth* 
And  we  forget  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth, 
Than  Sawrey,  out  of  feafon,  (hall  impart 
The  fongs  of  gladnefs  with  an  aching  heart. 

JOCKEY. 
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JOCKEY. 

Still  have  I  known  thee  for  a  filly  fwain  ; 
Of  things  pafl  help,  what  boots  it  to  complain  > 
Nothing  but  mirth  can  conquer  fortune's  fpite; 
No  fky  is  heavy  if  the  heart  be  light  ; 
Patience  is  forrow's  falve ;  what  can't  be  cur'd* 
So  Donald  right  areeds  muft  be  endur'd. 

SAWNEY. 

Full  filly  fwain,  /  wot,  is  JOCKEY  now; 
How  did 'ft  thou  bear  thy  MAGGY'S  falfliood  how 
When  with  a  foreign  loon  me  ftoleaway, 
Did'ft  thou  forfwear  thy  pipe  and  mepherds  lay  ? 
Where  was  thy  boafted  wifdom  then,  when  I 
Applied  thofe  proverbs,  which  you  now  apply  ? 

JOCKEY. 

O  me  was  bonny  !  All  the  Highlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  MAGGY  found  i 
More  precious  (tho'  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  med'cine,  which  we  Brimftone  caU 
Or  that  choice  plant  fo  grateful  to  the  nofe, 
Which,  in  I  know  not  what  far  country  grows*. 
Was  MAGGY  nn  to  me  ;  dear  do  I  rue, 
A  lafs  fo  fair  Ihoujd  ever  prove  untrue. 


SAWNEY 
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SAWN  E  Y. 

Whether  with  pipe  or  fong  to  charm  the  ear, 
hro'  all  the  land  did  JAMIE  find  a  peer  ? 
urs'd  be  that  year  by  ev'ry  honeit  Scot, 
nd  in  the  fliepherd's  calendar  forgot, 
hat  fatal  year,  when  JAMIE,  haplefs  fwain, 

evil  hour  forfook  the  peaceful  plain. 

MIE,  when  our  young  Laird  difcreetly  fled, 
fas  feiz'd  and  hang'd  till  he  was  dead,  dead,  dead. 

JOCKEY. 

Full  forely  may  we  all  lament  that  day: 
or  all  were  lofers  in  the  deadly  fray. 
ve  brothers  there  had  I,  on  th'  Scottish  plains, 
rell  doft    thou  know   were  none  more  hopeful 

fwains  ; 

ive  brothers  have  I  loft,  in  manhood's  pride, 
wo  in  the  field,  and  three  on  gibbets  died  ; 
b!  filly  fwains,  to  follow  war's  alarms, 
'b  !  what  hath  fhepherd's  life  to  do  with  arms  ! 

SAWNEY. 

Mention  it  not — there  faw  I  Grangers  clad 
n  all  the  honours  of  our  ravifh'd  Plaid, 
aw  the  FERRARA  too,  our  nation's  pride, 
Jnwilling  grace  the  aukward  victor's  fide, 
here  fell  our  choicefl  youth,  and  from  that  day, 
hte  never  Sawney  tune  the  merry  lay  ; 

Blefs'd 
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Blefs'd  thofe  which  fell  !  curs'd  thofe  which  ftill 
To  mourn  fifteen  renew'd  in  forty-five.       [furvive. 

Thus  plain'd  the  Boys,  when,  from  her  throne 

of  turf, 

With  boils,  embofs'd  and  overgrown  with  fcurf, 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life's  corrupted  well, 
Mix'd  at  the  birth,  not  abftinence  could  quell, 
Pale  FAMINE  rear'd  the  head  ;  her  eager  eyes, 
\Vhere  hunger  e'en  to  madnefs  feem'd  to  rife, 
Speaking  aloud  her  throes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
Strain'd  to  get  loofe  and  from  their  orbs  to  Mart  ; 
Her  hollow  cheeks  were  each  a  deep-funk  cell, 
Where  wretchednefs  and  horror  lov'd  to  dwell ; 
With  double  rows  of  ufelefs  teeth  fupplied, 
Her  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear,  extended  wide, 
Which,  when  for  want  of  food  her  entrails  pin'd, 
She  op'd,  and  curfing  fwallow'd  naught  but  wind  ; 
All  fhrivell'd  was  her  {kin  ;    and  here  and  there, 
Making  their  vray  by  force,  her  bones  lay  bare: 
Such  filthy  fight  to  hide  from  human  view, 
O'er  her  foul  limbs  a  tatter'd  Plaid  me  threw. 

Ceafe,  cried  the  Goddefs,ceafe,defpairing  fwains, 
And  from  a  parent  hear  what  Jove  ordains ! 

Pent  in  this  barren  corner  of  the  ifle, 
Where  partial  fortune  never  deign'd  to  fmile; 
Like  nature's  baftards,  reaping  for  our  mare 
What  was  rejected  by  the  lawful  heir ; 
Unknown  amongft  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
Or  only  known  to  raife  contempt  and  mirth  ; 

Long 
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,ong  free,  becaufe  the  race  of  Roman  braves 
'hought  it  not  worth  their  while  to  make  us  flaves; 
'hen  into  bondage  by  that  nation  brought, 

fe  ruin  we  for  ages  vainly  fought, 
horn  ftill  with .unflak'd  hate  we  view,  and  ftill, 
"he  pow'r  of  mifchief  loft  retain  the  will  ; 
mfider'd  as  the  refufe  of  mankind, 
mafs  till  the  laft  moment  left  behind, 
iWhich  frugal  nature  doubted,  as  it  lay, 
Whether  to  ftamp  with  life  or  throw  away  ; 

'hich,  form'd  in  hafte,  was  planted  in  this  nook, 
[But  never  enter'd  in  Creation's  book  ; 
[Branded  as  traitors,  who  for  love  cf  gold, 
Would  fell  their  God,  as  once  their  king  they  fold  ; 
|Long  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  ill, 
Thefe  vile  injurious  taunts,  and  bear  them  llill, 
[But  times  of  happier  note  are  now  at  hand, 
And  the  full  promife  of  a  better  land  : 
There,  like  the  Sons  of  Ifrael,  having  trod, 
For  the  fix'd  term  of  years  ordain'd  by  God, 
A  barren  defart,   we  jfhall  feize  rich  plains, 
Where  milk  with  honey  flows,   and  plenty  reigns. 
With  fome  few  natives  join'd,   fome  pliant  few, 
Vv  ho  worfhip  int'reir,  and  our  track  purfue, 
There  fhall  we,  tho'  the  wretched  people  grieve, 
Ravage  at  large,  nor  alk  the  owners  leave. 

For  us,  the  earth  fnall  bring  forth  her  increafe  ; 
For  us,   the  flocks  (hall  wear  a  golden  fleece ; 
Fat  Peeves  fhall  yield  us  dainties  not  our  own, 
And  ihe  grape  bleed  a  ne£tar  yet  unknown  j 

For 
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For  our  advantage  mall  their  harvefts  grow, 
And  Sftffintfi  reap,  what  they  difdain'd  to  fow  j 
For  us,  the  fun  mall  climb  the  eaftern  hill, 
For  us,  the  rain  (hall  fall,  the  dew  difti! ; 
AVhen  to  our  wifhes  NAT  i1  RE  cannot  rife, 
ART  ihall  be  tafk'd  to  grant  us  frefh  fupplies. 
His  brawny  arm  (hall  drudging  LABOUR  ilrain, 
And  for  our  pleafure  fuffer  daily  pain  ; 
TRADE  (hall  for  us  exert  her  utmoiT: pow'rs, 
Her's,  all  the  toil,  and  all  the  profit  our's ; 
For  us,  the  Oak  fhall  from  his  native  fteep 
Defcend,  and  fearlefs  travel  thro'  the  deep  ; 
The  fail  of  COMMERCE  for  our  ufeuhfiirfd, 
Shall  wait  the  treafures  of  each  diftant  world  ; 
For  us  fublimer  heights  (hall  fcience  reach, 
For  us,    their  Statefmen   plot,  their  Churchmen 

preach  ; 

Their  noblett  limbs  of  counfel  we'll  disjoint, 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  own  appoint ; 
Devouring  WAR,  imprifon'd  in  the  north, 
Shall,  at  our  call,  in  horrid  pomp  break  forth, 
And  when  his  chariot  wheels  with  thunder  hung, 
Fell  Difcord  braying  with  her  brazen  tongue, 
Death  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Hate,  and  Fear, 
And  Defolation  ftalking  in  the  rere, 
Revenge,  by  Juftice  guided,  in  his  train, 
He  drives  impetuous  o'er  the  trembling  plain, 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawful  prey, 
And  to  meek,  gentle,  gen'rous  Peace  give  way. 

Think  not,  my  fons,  that  this  fo  blefs'd  eftate 
Stands  at  a  diftance  on  the  roll  of  fate  ; 

Already 
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Already  big  with  hopes  of  future  fway, 
E'en  from  this  cave  I  fcent  my  deftin'd  prey. 
Think  not,  that  this  dominion  o'er  a  race, 
Whofe  former  deeds  (hall  time's  laft  annals  grace, 
In  the  rough  face  of  peril  muft  be  fought, 
And  with  the  lives  of  thoufands  dearly  bought  ; 
No — fool'd  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
Which  laughs  to  fcorn  the  blund'ring  hero's  heart, 
Into  the  fnare  (hall  our  kind  neighbours  fall 
With  open  eyes,  and  fondly  give  us  all. 

When  ROME,  to  prop  her  finking  empire,  bore, 
Their  choiceft  levies  to  a  foreign  more, 
What  if  we  feiz'd,  like  a  deftroying  flood, 
Their  widow'd  plains,  and  fill'd  the  realm  with 

blood, 

Gave  an  unbounded  loofe  to  manly  rage, 
And,  fcorning  mercy,  fpar'd  nor  fex  nor  age  ; 
When,  for  our  intereft  too  mighty  grown, 
Monarchs  of  warlike  bent  pofleiVd  the  throne, 
What  if  we  drove  divifions  to  foment, 
And  fpread  the  flames  of  civil  difcontent, 
!  AiTifted  thofe  who  'gainfl:  their  king  made  head, 
And  gave  the  traitors  refuge  when  they  fled  ; 
When  reftlefs  GLORY  bade  her  fons  advance, 
I  And  pitch'd  her  ftandard  in  the  fields  of  France, 
iWhat  if  difdaining  oatrr,  an  empty  found, 
'By  which  our  nation  never  (hall  be  bound, 
iBravely  we  taught  unmuzzled  war  to  roam 
Thro'  the  weak  land,  and  brought  cheap  laurels 

home  5 
VOL.  I.  F  When 
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When  the  bold  traitors  leagued  far  the  defence 
Of  Law,  Religion,  Liberty,  and  Senfe> 
When  they  againft  their  lawful  Monarch  rofe, 
And  dar'd  the  Lord's  Anointed  to  oppofe, 
What  if  we  ftill  rever'd  the  banifh'd  race, 
And  ftrove  the  Royal  Vagrants  to  replace, 
With  fierce  rebellions  fhook  th'  unfettled  flate, 
And  greatly  dar'd,  tho'  crofs^d  by  partial  fate  ; 
Thefe  facts,  which  might,  where  wifdom  held  th« 
Awake  the  very  ftones  to  bar  our  way,          [fway, 
There  fhall  be  nothing,  nor  one  trace  remain 
In  the  dull  region  of  an  Englifh  brain. 
Bleis'd  with  that  Faith,  which  mountains  can  re 
move, 

Firft  they  mall  Dupes*  next  Saints,  laft  Martyn 
prove. 

Already  is  this  game  of  fate  begun 
Under  the  fan&ion  of  my  Darling  Son, 
That  Son,  of  nature  royal  as  his  name, 
Is  denYm'd  to  redeem  our  race  from  mame, 
His  boundlefs  pow'r,  beyond  example  great, 
Shall  make  the  rough  way  fmooth,  the  crooked 

ftraight, 

Shall  for  our  eafe  the  raging  floods  reftrain, 
And  fink  the  mountain  .level  to  the  plain. 
DISCORD,   whom  in  a  cavern  under  ground 
With  mafly  fetters  their  late  PATRIOT  bound, 
Where  her  own  flefh  the  furious  hag  might  tear, 
And  vent  her  curfes  to  the  vacant  air, 
Where,  that  me  never  might  be  heard  of  more,  . 
He  planted  LOYALTY  to  guard  the  door. 

For 
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For  better  purpofe  (hall  Our  Chief  releafe, 
Difguife  her  for  a  time,  and  call  her  PEACE. 

LurM  by  that  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit, 
Shall  the  weak  ENGLISH  help  themfelves  to  cheat, 
-To  gain  our  love,  with  honours  mall  they  grace, 
The  old  adherents  of  the  STUART  race, 
Who  pointed  out,  no  matter  by  what  name, 
TORIES  or  JACOBITES,  are  fti  11  the  fame  ; 
To  footh  our  rage,  the"  temporifing  brood 
Shall  break  the  ties  of  truth  and  gratitude, 
Againft  their  Saviour  venom'd  falfhoods  frame, 
And  brand  with  calumny  their  WILLIAM'S  name  ; 
To  win  our  grace,  (rare  argument  of  wit) 
To  our  untainted  faith  (hall  they  commit 
(Our  faith  which,  in  extremeft  perils  tried, 
Difdain'd,  and  dill  difdains,  to  change  her  fide) 
That  facred  Majefty  they  all  approve, 
Who  moft  enjoys,  and  bell  deferves  their  Love. 
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AMONGST  the  Tons  of  men  how  few  are 
known, 

Who  dare  be  juft  to  merit  not  their  own  t 
Superior  virtue  and  fuperior  fenfe 
To  knaves  and  fools  will  always  give  offence  ;, 
Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  fcarcely  bear, 
So  nice  is  jealoufy,  a  rival  there; 

Be  wicked  as  thou  wilt,  do  all  that's  bale, 
Proclaim  thyfelf  the  monfter  of  thy  race, 
Let  Vice  and  Folly  thy  black  Soul  divide, 
Be  proud  with  meannefs,  and  be  mean  with  pride; 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  Faith  and  Honour,  fall 
From  fide  to  fide,  yet  be  of  none  at  all  ;. 
Spurn  all  thofe  charities,  thofe  (acred  ties, 
Which  Nature  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wife, 
To  work  our  fafety,  and  enfure  her  plan, 
Contriv'd  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man  5 

F  4  Lift 
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Lift  againft  Virtue  PowYs  oppreflive  rod, 
Iletray  thy  Country,  and  deny  thy  God  ; 
And,  in  one  gen'ral  comprehenfive  line, 
To  group,  \vh:ch  volumes  fcarcely  could  define, 
Whate'er  of  Sin  and  Dullnefs  can  be  faid, 

Join  to  a  F 's  heart  a  D~ 's  head  ; 

Yet  may 'ft  thou  pafs  unnotic'd  in  the  throng, 
And,  free  from  Envy,  fafely  fneak  along 
The  rigid  Saint,  by  whom  no  mercy's  (hewn 
To  Saints  whofe  lives  are  better  than  his  own, 
Shall  fpare  thy  crimes ;  and  WIT,  who  never  once 
Forgave  a  Brother,  ihall  forgive  a  Dunce. 

But  fhould  thy  foul,  form'd  in  fome  lucklefs  hour, 
Vile  IntVeft  fcorn,  nor  madly  grafpat  Pow'r  ; 
Should  Love  of  F»™e  ir:  cv'ry  noble  mine! 
A  brave  difeafe,  with  love  of  Virtue  joined, 
Spur  thee  to  deeds  of  pith,  where  courage  tried 
Jn  Reafon's  court,  is  amply  juftified  ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averfe  to  ftrife, 
Should'ft  Thou  prefer  the  calmer  walk  of  life  ; 
Should'ft  Thou,  by  pale  and  fickly  STUDY  led, 
Purfue  coy  Science  to  the  Fountain  head ; 
Virtue  thy  guide,  and  public  Good  thy  end, 
Should  ev'ry  thought  to  our  improvement  tend, 
To  curb  the  pafllons,  to  enlarge  the  mind, 
Purge  the  Tick  weal  and  humanize  mankind  : 
Rage  in  her  eye,  and  Malice  in  her  bread, 
Redoubled  Horror  grinning  on  her  creft, 
Fiercer  each  fnake,  and  fharper  ev'ry  dart, 
Quick  from  her  cell  (hall  madd'ning  ENVY  dart. 

Then 
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Then  fhalt  Thou  find,  but  find  alas  !  too  late, 
Mow  vain  is  worth  f  how  fhort  is  Glory's  date  ! 
Then  fhalt  Thou  find,  whilft  Friends  with  Foes 

confpire 

To  give  more  proof  than  Virtue  would  defire,, 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  a&ing  well  ; 
No  crime's  fo  great  as  daring  to  excel* 

Whilft  SATIRE  thus>  difdaining  jnean  controul, 
Urg'd  the  free  dictates  of  an  honeft  foul, 
CANDOUR,  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paul, 
Still  thinks  the  bed,  whene'er  flic  thinks  at  all. 
With  the  fweet  milk  of  human  kindnefs  blefs'd, 
The  furious  ardour  of  my  zeal  reprefs'd. 

Can'ft  Thou,  with  more  thanufual  warmth,  flic 

cry'd, 

Thy  malice  to  indulge,  and  feed  thy  pride,. 
Gan'ft  Thou,  fevere  by  Nature  as  Thou  art, 
With  all  that  wond'rous  rancour  in  thy  heart, 
Delight  to  torture  Truth  ten  thoufand  ways, 
To  fpin  detraction  forth  from  themes  of  praifer 
To  make  VICE  fit,  for  purpofes  of  ftrife, 
And  drag  the  Hag  much  larger  than  the  life, 
To  make  the  good  feem  bad,  the  bad  feem  worfer 
And  reprefent  our  Nature  as  our  curfe  ? 

Doth  not  humanity  condemn  that  zeal 
Which  tends  to  aggravate  and  not  to  heal  ? 
Doth  not  discretion  warn  thee  of  difgrace, 
And  danger  grinning  flare  thee  in  the  face 
Loud  as  the  Drum,  which  fpreading  terror  round 
From  emptinefs,  acquires  the  pow'r  of  found  ? 

F  5  Doth 
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Doth  not  the  voice  of  NORTON  ftrike  thy  ear, 
And  the  pale  MANSFIELD  chill  thy  foul  with  fear  P1 
Doft  Thou,  fond  man,   believe  thyfelf  fecure, 
Becaufe  Thou'rt  honeft,  and  becaufe  Thou'rt  poor 
Doft  Thou  on  Law  and  Liberty  depend  ? 
Turn,  -turn  thy  eyes,  and  view  thy  injur'd  friend,  j 
Art  thou.  beyond  the  ruffian  gripe  of  Pow'r, 
When    WILKES,  prejudged,    is   fentenc'd  to  the 

Tow'r  •? 

Doft  Thou  by  Privilege  exemption  claim, 
When  privilege  is  little  more  than  name  ? 
Or  to  Prerogative  (that  glorious  ground 
On  which  State-fcoundrels  oft  have  fafety  found),  j 
Doft  Thou  pretend,  and  there  a  fan6tion  find, 
Unpunifh'dj  thus  to  Libel  human  kind  ? 

When  Poverty,  the  Poet's  conftant  crime, 
CompelPd  thee,  all  unfit,  to  trade  in  rhime, 
Had  not  Romantic  notions  turned  thy  head, 
Had'ft  Thou  not  valued  Honour  more  than  bread,,  j 
Had  Int'reft,  pliant  Int'reft,  been  thy  guide, 
And  had  not  Prudence  been  debauch'd  by  Pride, 
In  flatt'ry's  ftream  Thou  would'ft  have  dipp'd  th< 
Applied  to  great,  and  not  to  honeft  men,       [penl| 
Nor  mould  Conviction  have  feduc'd  thy  heart 
To  take  the  weaker  tho'  the  better  part. 

What  but  rank  Folly,  for  thy  curfe  decreed, 
Could  into  SATIRE'S  barren  path  miflead, 
When,  open  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul -Toothing  PANEGYRIC'S  flow'ry  way  ? 
There  might  the  mufe  have  faunter'd  at  her  eafe> 
,  pleafing  others,  learn'd  herfclf  to  pleafe,  | 
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Lords  fhould  have  liften'd  to  the  fugar'd  treat, 
And  Ladies,  fimp'ring  own'd  it  vatflyfweet  ; 
Rogues,  in  thy  prudent  verfe  with  virtue  grac'd, 
Fools,  mark'd  by  thee  as  prodigies  of  Tafte, 
Muft  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  down, 
Such  Wit,  fuch  Truth  as  thine  to  quit  the  gown^ 
Thy  facred  Brethren  too  (for  they  no  lefs 
Than  Laymen,  bring  their  ofPrings  to  Succefs) 
Had  hail'd  Thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  vow- 
Sincere  as  that  they  pay  to  God,  Whtlft  Thou 
In  Lawn  hadft  whifper'd  to  a  fleeping  croud,. 
As  dull  as  R— — ,  and  half  as  proud. 

PEACF,    CANDOUR — wifely  had'ft  thou  faid, 

and  well, 

Could  Int'reft  in  this  bread:  one  moment  dwell, 
Could  fhe,  with  profpect  of  fuccefs,  oppofe 
The  firm  relblves  which  from  Conviction  rofe. 
I  cannot  truckle  to  a  Fool  of  State, 
Nor  take  a  favour  from  the  man  I  hate. 
Free  leave  have  others  by  fuch  means  to  fhine ; 
I  fcorn  their  practice,  they  may  laugh  at  mine. 

But  in  this  charge,  forgetful  of  thyfelf^ 
Thou  haft  aflum'd  the  maxims  of  that  Elf, 
Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man's  difhonour  fram'd, 
CUNNING   in  Heav'n,    amongft  us   PRUDENCE 

nam'd, 

That  fertile  PRUDENCE,  which  I  leave  to  thofe 
Who  dare  not  be  my  Friends,  can't  be  my  Foes. 

Had 
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Had  I,  with  cruel  and  oppreffive  rhimes, 
Furfued,  and  turn'd  misfortunes  into  erimes  ^ 
Had  I,  when  Virtue  gafping  lay  and  low, 
Join'd  tyrant  Vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe ; 
Had  I  made  Modefty  in  blufhes  fpeak, 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  Beauty's  facred  cheek  ; 
Had  I  (damn'd  then)  in  thought  debas'd  my  lays, 
To  wound  that  Sex,  which  Honour  bid's  me  praife  j 
Had  I,  from  vengeance  by  bafe  views  betray 'd, 
In  erdlefs  night  funk  injur'd  AYLIFF'S  (hade  ; 
Had  I  (which  Satirifts  of  mighty  name,. 
RenownM  in  rhime,  rever'd  for  moral  fame, 
Have  done  before,  whom  Juftke  (hall  purfue 
In  future  verfej  brought  forth  to  public  view 
A  noble  Friend,  and  made  his  foibles  known, 
Becaufe  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  own;. 
Had  I  fpar'd  thofe  (fo  Prudence  had  decreed) 
Whom,  God  fo  help  me  at  my  greateft  need,. 
I  ne'er  will  fpare,  thofe  vipers  to  their  King, 
Who  fmooth  their  looks,  and  flatter  whilft  they  fling 
Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boaft 
Of  thofe  who  Matter  leafl:,  but  love  him  moil  ; 
Had  I  thus  finn'd,  my  ftubborn  foul  fhould  bend 
At  CANDOUR'S  voice,  and  take,  as  from  a  frienc 
The  deep  rebuke  ^  Myfelf  fhould  be  the  firft 
To  hate  myfelf,  and  ftamp  my  Mufe  accursed; 

But  fhall  my  arm — forbid  it,  manly  Pride, 
Forbid  it,  Reafon,  warring  on  my  fide — 
For  vengeance  lifted  high,  the  ftrokc  forbear, 
Ami  hang  fufpended  in  the  defert  air. 

O 
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Or  to  my  trembling  fide  unnerv'd  fink  down, 
Palfied,  forfooth,  by  CAN  DOUR'shalf-made  frown  £: 
When  Juftice  bids  me  on,  fhall  I  delay 
Becaufe  infipid  CANDOUR  bars  my  way  ? 
When  (he,  of  ail  alike  the  puling  friend, 
Would  difappoint  my  Satire's  nobleft  end, 
When  me  to  villains  would  a  fanclion  give, 
And  flicker  thofe  who  are  not  fit  to  live, 
When  fhe  would  fcreen  the  guilty  from  a  blufti* 
And  bids  me  fpare  whom  Reafon  bids  me  crufh, 
All  leagues  with  CANDOUR  proudly  I  refign  ; 
She  can  no  L  be  for  Honour's  turn,  nor  mine. 

Yet  come,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  friend, 
Whom  Vice  can't  fear,  whom   Virtue  can't  corr^- 

mend, 

Come,  CANDOUR,  by  thy  dull  indiff'rence  known, 
Thou  equal-blooded  judge,  Thou  lukewarm  drone, 
Who,  fafhion'd  without  feelings,  doft  expect 
We  call  that  Virtue,  which- we  know  Defect, 
Come,  and  obferve  the  Nature  of  our  crimes, 
The  grofs  and  rank  complexion  of  the  times, 
Obferve  it  well,  and  then  review  my  plan ; 
Praife  if  you  will,  or  cenfureif  you  can. 

Whilft  Vice  prefumptuous  lords  it  as  in  fport, 
•And  Piety  is  only  known  at  Court; 
Whilft  wretched  LIBERTY  expiring  lies 
Beneath  the  fatal  burthen  of  EXCISE  ; 
Whilft  nobles  a6l7  without  one  touch  of  fhame, 
What  men  of  humble  rank  would  blufh  to  name  ; 

Whilft 
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Whilft  Honour's  plac'd  in  higheft  point  of  view,, 
Worfhipp'd  by  thofe,  who  Juftice  neve*  knew  j, 
Whilft  Bubbles  of  Diftinclion  wafte  in  play 
The  hours  of  reft,  and  blunder  thro5  the  day,. 
With  dice  and  cards  opprobious  vigils  keep, 
Then  turn  to  ruin  empires  in  their  fleep  ; 
Whilft  Fathers,  by  relentlefs  pafTion  led,. 
Doom  worthy  injur'd  fons  to  beg  their  bread1, 
Merely  with  ill-got,  ill-fav'd  wealth  to  grace 
An  alien,  abject,  poor,  'proud,  upftart  race  ^ 
Whilft  MARTIN  flatters  only  to  betray, 
And  WKBB  gives  up  his  dirty  foul  for  pay  ; 
Whilft  titles  ferve  to  hufh  a  villain's  fears ; 
Whilft  Peers  are  Agents  made,  and  Agents  Peers*' 
Whilft  bare  betrayers  are  themfelves  betray'dv 
And  makers  ruin'd  by  the  thing  they  made  ; 
Whilft  C— ,  falfe  to  God  and  man,  for  gold, 
Like  the  old  traitor  who  a  Saviour  fold, 
To  Shame  his  Mafter,  Friend,  and  Father  gives; 
WhililBuTE  remains  in  pow'r,  whilft  HOLLAND? 

lives  ; 

Can  Satire  want  a  fubje6r.,  where  Difdairr, 
By  Virtue  fir'd,  may  point  her  fharpeft  ftrain, 
Where  cloath'd  with  thunder,  Truth  may  roll  along,. 
And  CANDOUR  juftify  the  rage  of  fong  ? 

Such  Things  t  fuch  Men  before  Thee  !  fuch  an 

Age 

WThere  Rancour,  great  as  thine,  may  glut  her  rage,. 
And  ficken  e'en  to  forfeit,  where  the  pride 
Of  fatire,  pouring  down  in  fulleft  tide, 
May  fpread  wide  vengeance  round,  yet  all  the  while 

Tuilice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  fmile ; 

J  \Vhtlft 
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Whilft  I>  thy  foe  mifdeem'd,  cannot  condemn, 
Nor  difapprove  that  rage  I  wifh  to  ftem, 
Wilt  thou,  degen'rate  and  corrupted,  chufe 
To  foil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  Mufe  ? 
With  Fallacy,  moft  infamous,  to  ftain 
Her  Truth,  and  render  all  her  anger  vain  ? 
When  I  beheld  Thee  incorreft,  but  bold, 
A  various  comment  on  the  Stage  unfold  ; 
When  Play'rs  on  Play'rs  before  thy  fatire  fell, 
And  poor  Reviews  confpir'd  thy  wrath  to  fwell  ; 
When  States  and  Statefmen  next  became  thy  carer 
And  only  kings  were  fafe  if  thou  waft  there  ; 
Thy  ev'ry  word  1  weigh'd  in  Judgment's  Icale, 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  found  Truth  prevail. 
Why  do'ft  Thou  now  to  Falihood  meanly  fly? 
Not  even  CANDOUR  can  forgive  a  lye. 

Bad  as  men  are,  why  mould  thy  frantic  rhimes 
Traffic  in  Slander,  and  invent  new  crimes  ? 
Crimes,  which  exifting  only  in  thy  mind, 
Weak  Spleen  brings  forth  to  blacken  all  Mankind. 
By  pleafing  hopes  we  lure  the  human  heart 
To  prattife  Virtue,  and  improve  in  art ; 
To  thwart  thefe  ends  (which,  proud  of  honeft  Fame> 
A  noble  Mufe  would  cherifh  and  inflame) 
Thy  Drudge  contrives,  and  in  our  full  career 
Sicklies  our  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  Fear  ;. 
Tells  us  that  all  our  labours  are  in  vain  ; 
That  what  we  feek,  we  never  can  obtain  ; 
That,, dead  to  Virtue,  loft  to  Nature's  plan, 
ENVY  pofleffes  the  whole  race  of  man  j 

That 
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That  worth  is  criminal,  and  Danger  lies,. 
Danger  extreme,  in  being  good  and  wife. 

'Tis  a  rank  falfliood  ;  fearch  the  world  around,. 
There  cannot  be  fo  vile  a  monfter  found, 
Not  one  fo  vile,  on  whom  fufpicions  fall 
Of  that  grofs  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  alL 
Approv'd  by  thofe  who  difobey  her  laws, 
Virtue  from  Vice  itfelf  extorts  applaufe. 
Her  very  foes  bear  witnefs  to  her  ftate  ; 
They  will  not  love  her,  but  they  cannot  hate, 
Hate  Virtue  for  herfelf,  with  fpite  purfue 
Merit  for  Merit's  fake  !  might  this  be  true, 
I  would  renounce  my  Nature  with  difdain, 
And  with  the  hearts  that  perim  graze  the  plain;. 
Might  this  be  true,  had  we  fo  far  fill'd  up 
Themeafure  of  our  crimes,  and  from  the  cup 
Of  guilt  fo  deeply  drank,  as  not  to  find, 
Thirfting  for  fm>  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind, 
Quick  ruin  muft  involve  this  flaming  ball, 
And  Providence  in  Jtiftice  crufh  us  all. 
None  but  the  darnn'd,  and  amongft  them  the  worftr 
Thofe  who  for  double  guilt  are  doubly  curs'd, 
Can  be  fo  loft  ;  nor  can  the  worft  of  all 
At  once  into  fuch  deep  damnation  fall ; 
By  painful  flow  degrees  they  reach  this  crime, 
Which  e'en  in  Hell  muft  be  a  work  of  time, 
Ceafe  then  thy  guilty  rage,  thou  wayward  fon, 
With  the  foul  gall  of  difcontent  o'er-run, 
Lift  to  my  voice — be  honeft,  if  you  can, 
Nor  flander  Nature  in  her  fav'rite  man, 

But 
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But  if  thy  fpirit,  refolute  in  ill, 

Dnce  having  err'd,  perfifts  in  error  ftill, 

on  at  large,  no  longer  worth  my  care, 
\nd  freely  vent  thofe  blafphemies  in  air, 
Which  I  would  {lamp  as  falfe,  tho'  on  the  tongue 
3f  Angels  the  injurious  (lander  hung. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (that  cunning  elf 
»Vho  fnares  the  Coxcomb  to  deceive  himfelf ) 
Dr  blinded  by^that  rage,  did'ft  Thou  believe 

at  We  too,  coolly,  would  ourfelves  deceive  ? 
""hat  We,  as  fterling  falmood  would  admit, 
lecaufe  'twas  feafon'd  with  fome  little  wit  ? 
>Vhen  Fi&ion  rifes  pleafmg  to  the  eye, 
vlen  will  believe  becaufe  they  love  the  lye  » 
hit  Truth  herfeif,  if  clouded  with  a  frown, 
vfluft  have  fome  folemn  proof  to  pafs  her  down, 
fad  Thou,  maintaining  that  which  muft  difgrace 
ind  bring  into  contempt  the  human  race, 
[aft  Thou,  or  canft  Thou,  in  Truth's  facred  court, 
\>  fave  thy  credit,  and  thy  caufe  fupport, 
'reduce  one  proof,  make  out  one  real  ground 
>n  which  fo  great,  fo  grofs  a  charge  to  found  ? 
fay,  doft  Thou  know  one  man  (let  that  appear, 
rom  wilful  falfhood  I'll  proclaim  thee  clear) 
)ne  man  fo  loft,  to  Nature  fo  untrue, 
rom  whom  this  gen'ral  charge  thy  rafhnefs  drew  ? 
)n  this  foundation  malt  thou  ftand  or  fall — 
rove  that  in  One,  which  you  have  charg'd  on  AIL 
.eafon  determines,  and  it  muft  be  done  ; 
Vlongft  men,  or  paft,  or  prefent,  name  me  One. 

HOGARTH 
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HOGARTH — I  take  thee,  CANDOUR,  at  tl 

word, 

Accept  thy  proffer'd  terms,  and  will  be  heard, 
Thee  have  I  heard  with  virulence  declaim, 
Nothing  retained  of  Candour  but  the  name  ^ 
By  thee  have  I  been  charg'd  in  angry  drains 
With  that  mean  falfhood  which  my  foul  difdains- 
HOGARTH^  (land  forth— Nay  hang  not  thus  aloof- 
Now,  CANDOUR,  now  Thou  malt  receive  fuc 

proof, 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  Thou  fht 

fear 

To  tax  my  wrath,  and  own  my  conduct  clear— 
Ho  GARTH  ftand  forth — I  dare  thee  to  be  tried 
In  that  great  Court,  where  Confcience  rouft  pi 

fide ; 

At  that  moft  folemn  bar  hold  up  thy  hand  ; 
Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  ftai 
Speak,  but  confider  well —from  firft  to  laft 
Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  acYion  part — 
Nay,  you  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  complain — 
Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o'er  again — 
Canft  Thou  remember  from  thy  earlieft  youth, 
And  as  thy  God  muft  judge  Thee,  fpeak  the  tru 
A  (ingle  inftance  where,  Self  laid  afide, 
And  Juflice  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride, 
Thou  with  an  equal  eye  did'ft  GENIUS  view, 
And  give  to  Merit  what  was  Merit's  due  ? 
Genius  and  Merit  are  a  fure  offence, 
And  thy  Soul  fickens  at  the  name  of  Senfe. 
Is  any  one  fo  foolifti  to  fucceed, 
On  ENVY'S  altar  he  is  doom'd  to  bleed  ? 

Ho  GAR' 


WILLIAM  HOG  A  RTH.      115 

io GARTH,  a  guilty  pleafure  in  his  eyes, 
rhe  place  of  Executoner  fupplies. 
ee  how  he  glotes,  enjoys  the  facred  feaft, 
\nd  proves  himfelf  by  cruelty  a  prieft. 

Whilft  the  weak  Artift,  to  thy  whims  a  (lave, 
ould  bury  all  thofe  pow'rs  which  Nature  gave, 
iVould  fuffer  blank  concealment  to  obfcure 
Ahofe  rays,  thy  Jealoufy  could  not  endure, 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  ruft  unknown, 
\nd  to  fecure  thy  credit  blaft  his  own, 
n  HOGARTH  he  was  fure  to  find  a  friend  ; 
le  could  not  fear,  and  therefore  might  commend* 
Jut  when  his  Spirit,  rous'd  by  honeft  Shame,. 
>hook  off  that  Lethargy,  and  foar'd  to  Fame, 
Vhen,  with  the  pride  of  Man,  refolv*d  and  iirong, 
le  fcorn'd  thofe  fears  which  did  his  Honour  wrong* 

,  on  himfelf  determin'd  to  rely, 
brought  forth  his  labours  to  the  public  eye, 

Friend  in  Thee,  could  fuch  a  Rebel  know  ^ 
le  had  defert,  and  HOGARTH  was  his  foe. 

Souls  of  a  tim'rous  caft,  of  petty  name 
n  ENVY'S  court,  nor  yet  quite  dead  to  {hame, 
Vlay  fome  Remorfe,  fome  qualms  of  Confciencc 
feel, 

d  fuffer  Honour  to  abate  their  Zeal, 
But  the  Man,  truly  and  compleatly  great, 
Allows  no  rule  of  action  but  his  hate ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  bar  he  bravely  breaks  his  way, 
Paflion  his  Principle,  and  Parts  his  prey. 

Mediums 
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Mediums  in' Vice  and  Virtue  fpeak  a  mind 
Within  the  pale  of  Temperance  confin'd  ; 
The  daring  Spirit  (corns  her  narrow  fchemes, 
And,  good  or  bad,  is  always  in  extremes. 

Man's  practice  duly  weigh'd,  thro'  ev'ry  age 
On  the  fame  plan  hath  ENVY  form'd  her  rage. 
'Gainft  thofe  whom  Fortune  hath  our  rivals  made, 
In  way  of  Science,  and  in  way  of  Trade, 
Stung  with  mean  Jealoufy  (lie  arms  her  fpite, 
Firft  works,  then  views  their  ruin  with  delight. 
Our  HOGARTH  here  a  grand  improver  mines, 
And  nobly  on  the  gen'ral  plan  refines : 
He  like  himfelf,  o'erleaps  the  fervile  bound  ; 
Worth  is  his  mark,  where-ever  Worth  is  found. 
Should  Painters  only  his  vaft  wrath  fuffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev'ry  walk  is  Lawful  Prize.' 
'Tis  a  grofs  infult  to  his  o'ergrown  (late ;  * 
His  love  to  merit  is  to  feet  his  hate. 

When  WILKES,  our  Countryman,  our  commoi 

friend, 

Arofe,  his  King,  his  Country  to  defend, 
When  tools  of  pow'r  be  bar'd  to  public  view, 
And  from  their  holes  the  fneaking  cowards  drew, 
When  rancour  found  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  foil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach, 
What  could  induce  Thee,  at  a  time  and  place, 
Where  manly  Foes  had  blum'd  to  (hew  their  face, 
To  make  that  effort,  which  muft  damn  thy  name, 
And  fink  Thee  deep,    deep  in  thy   grave   with 

(hame  ? 

Did 
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Did  Virtue  move  Thee  ?  no,  'twas  Pride,  rank 

Pride, 

And  if  Thou  hadft  not  done  it,  Thou  had'fl  dy'd. 
MALICE  (who,  difappointed  of  her  end, 
Whether  to  work  the  bane  of  Foe  or  Friend, 
teyson  herfelf,  and  driven  to  the  Stake, 
jives  virtue  that  revenge  me  fcorns  to  take) 
lad  kilPd  Thee,  tott'ringon  life's  utmoft  verge, 
lad  WILKES  and  LIBERTY  efcap'd  thy  fcourgc. 

When  that  GREAT  CHARTER,  which  our  Fa 
thers  bought 

With  their  beft  blood,  was  into  queftion  brought ; 
When,  big  with  ruin,  o'er  each  Englifh  head 
Vile  Slav'ry  hung  fufpended  by  a  thread ; 
When  LIBERTY,  all  trembling  and  aghaft, 
Fear'd  for  the  future,  knowing  what  was  paft  ; 
When  ev'ry  breaft  waschilPd  with  deep  defpair, 
Till  Reafon  pointed  out  that  PRAT  T  was  there  ; 
Lurking,  moft  Ruffian-like,  behind  a  fcreen, 
So  plac'd  all  things  to  fee  himfelf  unfeen, 
VIRTUE,  with  due  contempt, faw  HOGARTH  (land, 
The  murd'rous  pencil  in  his  palfied  hand. 
What  was  the  caufe  of  Liberty  to  him, 
Or  what  was  Honour  ?  let  them  fink  or  fwim, 
So  he  may  gratify  without  controul, 
The  mean  refentments  of  his  felfim  foul. 
Let  Freedom  perifh,  if  to  Freedom  true, 
In  the  fame  ruin  WILKES  may  perim  too. 

With  all  the  fymptoms  of  aflur'd  decay, 
With  age  and  ficknefs  pinch'd,  and  worn  away, 

Pale 
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Pale  quiv'ring  lips,  lank  cheeks,  and   fault'rinj 

tongue, 

The  Spirits  out  of  tune,  the  Nerves  unftrung, 
Thy  Body  fhrivel'd  up,  thy  dim  eyes  funk, 
Within  their  fockets  deep,  thy  weak  hams  fhrunk 
The  body's  weight  unable  to  fuftain, 
The  ftrearn  of  life  fcarce  trembling  thro'  the  vein, 
More  than  half-kilPd  by  honeft  truths,  which  fell, 
Thro'  thy  own  fault,  from  men  who  wifh'd  thee 

well, 
Can'ft  thou,  e'en  thus,  thy  thoughts  to  vengeance 

give, 

And,  dead  to  all  things  clfe,  to  Malice  live  ? 
Hence,  Dotard,  to  thy  clofet,  (hut  thee  in, 
By  deep  repentance  walh  away  thy  fin., 
From  haunts  of  men  to  mame  and  forrow  fly, 
And,  on  the  verge  of  death,  learn  how  to  die. 

Vain  exhortation  !  warn  the  ^Ethiop  white, 
Difcharge  the  leopard's  fpots,  turn  day  to  night, 
Controul  the  courfe  of  Nature,  bid  the  deep 
Hum  at  thy  pygmy  voice  her  weaves  to  fleep, 
Perform  things  parting  ftrange,  yet  own  thy  art 
1  oo  weak  to  work  a  change  in  fuch  a  heart. 
That  ENVY,  which  was  woven  in  the  frame 
At  firft,  will  to  the  laft  remain  the  fame. 
Reafon  may  droop,  may  die,  but  Envy's  rage 
Improves  by  time,  and  gathers  flrength  from  age. 
Some,  and  not  few,  vain  triflers  with  the  pen, 
Unread,  unpracYis'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
Tell  us  that  ENVY,  who  with  giant  ftride 
Stalks  thro'  the  vale  of  life  by  Virtue's  fide, 

Retreat*  I 
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letreats  when  fhe  hath  drawn  her  latefl  breath, 

calmly  hears  her  praifes  after  death. 
To  fuch  obfervers  HOGARTH  gives  the  lie  ; 
Vorth  may  be  hears'd,  but  Envy  cannot  die  5 
Within  the  manfion  of  his  gloomy  bread, 

manfion  fuited  well  to  fuch  a  gueft ; 
mmortal,  unimpair'd  fhe  rears  her  head, 
A.nd  damns  alike  the  living  and  the  dead* 

Oft  have  I  known  Thee,  HOGARTH,  weak  and 

vain, 

Thyfelf  the  idol  of  thy  aukward  ftrain, 
Thro'  the  dull  meafure  of  a  fumrner's  day, 
In  phrafe  moft  vile,  prate  long  long  hours  away, 
Whilft  Friends  with  Friends,  all   gaping  fit,  and 

gaze, 

To  hear  a  HOGARTH  babble  HOGARTH'S  praife 
But  if  athwart  thee  Interruption  came, 
And  mentioned  with  refpe6t  fome  Ancient'sname, 
Some  Ancient's  name,  who  in  the  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  art  with  greateft  honour  wore, 
How  have  I  feen  thy  coward  cheek  turn  pale 
And  blank  confufion  feize  thy  mangled  tale? 
How  hath  thy  Jealoufy  to  madnefs  grown, 
And  deem'xJ  his  praife  injurious  to  thy  own  ? 
Then  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  way, 
And  Arts  and  Artifts  all  became  thy  prey  ; 
Then  didft  Thou  trample  on  eftablim'd  rules, 
And  proudly  levell'd  all  the  ancient  fchools, 
Condemn'd  thofe   works,    with  praife  thro'  ages 

grac'd, 
\Vhich  you  had  never  feen,  or  could  not  tafte. 

"  But 
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«*  But  would  mankind  have  true  Perfection  fhewn, 

"  It  muft  be  found  in  labours  of  my  own. 

**  I  dare  to  challenge  in  one  (ingle  piece, 

"  Th'  united  force  of  ITALY  and  GREECE." 

Thy  eager  hand  the  curtain  then  undrew, 

And  brought  the  boafted  Mailer- piece  to  view. 

Spare  thy  remarks — fay  not  a  Tingle  word — 

The  Picture  feen,  why  is  the  Painter  heard  ? 

Call  not  up  Shame  and  Anger  in  our  cheeks ; 

Without  a  Comment  SJGISMUNDA  fpeaks. 

Poor  SIGISMUNDA  !  what  a  Fate  is  thine ! 
DRYDEN,  the  great  High-Priefl  of  all  the  Nine, 
Reviv'd  thy  name,  gave  what  a  Mufe  could  give, 
And  in  his  Numbers  bade  thy  mem'ry  live  : 
Gave  thee  thofe  foft  Senfations,  which  might  move 
And  warm  the  coldeft  Anchoret  to  Love  ; 
Gave  thee  that  Virtue,  which  could  curb  defire, 
Refine  and  Confecrate  Love's  headftrong  fire  ; 
Gave  thee  thofe  griefs,  which  made  the  Stoic  feel, 
And  calPd  companion  forth  from  hearts  of  fteel  j 
Gave  thee  that  firmnefs,  which  our  Sex  may  fhame^ 
And  make  Man  bow  to  Woman's  jufter  claim, 
So  that  our  tears,  which  from  Companion  flow, 
Seem  to  debafe  thy  dignity  of  woe. 
But  O,    how  much  unlike  !    how   fall'n !    how 

chang'd  ! 

How  much  from  Nature,  and  herfelf  eftrang'd ! 
How  totally  depriv'd  of  all  the  pow'rs 
To  mew  her  feelings,  and  awaken  ours, 
Doth  SIGISMUNDA  now  devoted  ftand, 
The  helplefs  victim  of  a  Dawber's  hand  ! 

But 
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But  why,  my  HOGARTH,  fuch  a  progrefs  made, 
So  rare  a  Pattern  for  the  Sign-Poft  trade, 
In  the  full  fore*,  and  whirlwind  of  thy  pride, 
Why  was  Heroic  Painting  laid  afide  ? 
Why  is  It  not  refum'd?  thy  Friends  at  Court, 
Men  all  in  place  and  pow'r,  crave  thy  fupport  ; 
Ee  grateful  then  for  once,  and,  thro'  the  field 
Of  Politics,  thy  Epic  Pencil  wield, 
Maintain  the  caufe,  which  they,  good  lack  !  avow, 
And  would  maintain  too,  but  they  know  not  how. 

Thro'  ev'ry  Pannel  let  thy  Virtue  tell 
How  BUTE  prevaiPd,  How  PITT  and  TEMPLE  fell! 
How  ENGLAND'S  fons  (whom  they  confpir'd  to 
Againft  our  Will,  with  infolent  fuccefs)          [blefs 
Approve  their  fall,  and  with  addreflfes  run, 
How  got,  God  knows,  to  hail  the  SCOTTISH  Sun  ? 
Point  out  our  fame  in  war,  when  Vengeance,  hurl'd 
From  the  ftrong  arm  of  Juftice,  fhook  the  world  ; 
Thine,  and  thy  Country's  honour  to  encreafe, 
Point  out  thejionours  of  fucceeding  Peace; 
Our  Moderation^  Chriilian-like,  difplay, 
Shew,  what  we  got,  and  what  *ve  gave  away. 
In  Colours,  dull  and  heavy  as  the  tale, 
Let  a  State-Chaos  thro'  the  whole  prevail. 

But,  of  events  regardlefs,  whilll  the  Mufe, 
Perhaps  with  too  much  heat,  her  theme  purfues ; 
Whilft  her  quick  Spirits  rouze  at  FREEDOM'S  call, 
And  ev'ry  drop  of  blood  is  lurn'd  to  gall, 
Whilft  a  dear  Country,  and  an  injur'c  Friend, 
Urge  my  ftrong  anger  to  the  bitt'refc  end, 

VOL.  I.  G 
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Whilft  honeft  trophies  to  revenge  are  rais'd 
Let  not  One  real  Virtue  pafs  unprais'd. 
Juflice  with  equal  courfe  bids  Satire  flow, 
And  loves  the  Virtue  of  her  greateil  foe. 

Oh !  that  I  here  could  that  rare  Virtue  mean, 
Which  fcorns  the  rule  of  Envy,  Pride  and  Spleen, 
Which  fprings  not  from  the  laboured  Works  of  Art, 
But  hath  its  rife  from  Nature  in  the  heart, 
Which  in  itfelf  with  happinefs  is  crowrTii, 
And  fpreads  with  joy  the  bleffing  all  around  ! 
But  Truth  forbids,  and  in  thefe  fimple  lays, 
Contented  with  a  difPrent  kind  of  Praife, 
Mufl  HOGARTH  fland;  that  Praife  which  GENIUS 

gives, 

In  Which  to  latefl:  time  the  Art-jl  lives, 
But  not  the  Man  ;  which,  rightly  underftood, 
May  make  Us  great,  but  cannot  make  us  good. 
That  Praife  be  HOGAHTH'S;  freely  let  him  wear 
The  Wreath  which  GENIUS  wove,  and   planted 

there. 

Foe  as  I  am,  ftiould  Envy  tear  it  down, 
Myfelf  would  labour  to  replace  the  Crown. 

In  walks  of  Humour,  in  that  c&ft  of  Style, 
Which,  probing  to  the  quick,  yet  makes  us  fmile  ; 
In  Comedy,  his  nat'ral  road  to  fame, 
Nor  let  me  call  it  by  a  meaner  name, 
Where  a  beginning;   middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  joined  ;  where  parts  on  parts  depend, 
Each  made  for  each,  as  bodies  for  their  foul, 
So  as  to  form  one  Hue  and  perfect  v/hole, 

Where 
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Where  a  plain  ftory  to  the  eye  is  told, 
Which  we  conceive  the  moment  we  behold, 
HOGARTH  unrivall'd  ftands,  and  mall  engage 
Unrivaird  praife  to  the  mofl  diflant  age. 

How  couldft  Thou  then  to  Shame  perverfely  run 
And  tread  that  path  which  Nature  bade  Thee  mun  ? 
Why  did  ambition  overleap  her  rules, 
And  thy  vaft  parts  become  the  fport  of  Fools  ? 
By  different  methods  diff 'rent  Men  excel, 
But  where  is  He,  who  can  do  all  things  well  ? 
Humour's  thy  Province ;  for  fome  monftrous  crime 
Pride  ftruck  thee  with  the  frenzy  of  Sublime* 
But,  when  the  work  was  finifh'd,  could  thy  mind 
So  partial  be,  and  to  herfelf  fo  blind, 
What  with  contempt  All  view'd,  to  view  with  awe, 
Nor  fee  thofe  faults  which  every  Blockhead  law? 
Blufh,  Thou  vain  Man,  and  if  defire  of  Fame, 
Founded  on  real  Art,  thy  thoughts  inflame, 
To  quick  deftru&ion  SIGISMUNDA  give, 
And  let  her  mcm'rydie,  that  thine  may  live. 

But  mould  fond  Candour,  for  her  Mercy  fake, 
With  pity  view,  and  pardon  this  miftake; 
Or  mould  Oblivion,  to  thy  wifh  moft  kind, 
Wipe  off  that  (tain,  nor  leave  one  trace  behind  ; 
Of  ARTS  defpis'd,  of  ARTISTS  by  thy  frown 
Aitfd  from.jujl  Hopes,  of  rt/ing  Worth  kept  down, 
Of  all  thy  meannefs  thro'  this  mortal  race, 
Can'ft  Thou  the  living  memory  erafe  ? 
Or  fhall  not  Vengeance  follow  to  the  grave, 
And  give  back  juft  that  meafure  which  You  gave  ? 
G  2  With 
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With  fo  much  merit,  and  fo  much  fuccefs, 
With  fo  much  pow'r  tocurfe,  fo  much  to  blefs, 
Would  He  have  been  Man's  friend,  inftead  of  foe., 
HOGARTH  had  been  a  little  God  below. 
Why  then,  like  favage  Giants,  fam'd  of  old, 
Of  whom  in  Scripture  Story  we  are  told, 
Doft  Thou  in  cruelty  that  ftrength  employ, 
W7hich  Nature  meant  to  fave,  not  to  deftroy  ? 
Why  doft  Thou  all  in  horrid  pomp  arrnyM, 
Sit  grinning  o'er  the  ruins  Thou  haft  made  ? 
Moft  rank  111  nature  muft  applaud  thy  art ; 
But  even  Candour  mull  condemn  thy  heart. 

For  Me,  who  warm  and  zealous  for  my  Friend, 
In  fpite  of  railing  thoufands,  will  commend, 
And,  no  lefs  warm  aid  zealous  'gain  it  my  foes, 
Spite  of  commending  thoufands,  w.ll  oppofe, 
I  dare  thy  worft,  with  fcorn  behold  thy  rage, 
But  with  an  eye  of  Pity  view  thy  Age  ; 
Thy  feeble  Age,  in  which,  as  in  a  glafs, 
We  fee  how  Men  to  diilolution  pafs. 
Thou  -wretched  Being,  whom,  on  Reafon's  plan, 
So  chang'd,  fo  loft,  I  cannot  call  a  Man, 
What  could  perfuade  thee  at  this  time  of  life, 
To  launch  afrefh  into  the  Sea  of  Strife  ? 
Better  for  thee,  fcarce  crawling  on  the  earth, 
Almoft  as  much  a  child  as  at  thy  birth, 
To  have  refign'd  in  peace  thy  parting  breath, 
And  funk  unnotic'd  in  the  arms  of  death. 
Why  would  thy  grey,  grey  hairs  refcntment  brave, 
Thus  to  go  down  with  forrow  to  the  grave  ? 

Now, 
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Now,  by  my  Soul,  it  makes  me  blufh  to  know 
My  Spirits  could  defcend  to  fuch  a  foe. 
Whatever  caufe  the  vengeance  might  provoke, 
It  feemG  rank  Cowardice  to  give  the  ftroke. 

Sure  'tis  a  curfe  which  angry  Fates  impofe, 
To  mortify  man's  arrogance,  that  Thofe 
Who're  faihion'd  of  fome  better  fort  of  clay, 
Much  fooner  than  the  common  herd  decay, 
What  bitter  pangs  muft  humbled  GENIUS  feel, 
In  their  laft  hours,  to  view  a  SWIFT  and  STEEL  ? 
How  much  ill-boding  horrors  fill  her  brcaft, 
When  She  beholds  Men,  mark'd  above  the  reft 
For  qualities  mod  dear,  plung'd  from  that  height, 
And  funk,  deep  funk,  in  fccond  Childhood's  night  ? 
Are  Men,  indeed,  fuch  things,  and  are  the  belt. 
More  fubjeft  to  this  evil,  than  the  reft, 
To  drivel  out  whole  years  of  Idiot  breath,, 
And  fit  the  Monuments  of  living  Death  ? 
O,  galling  circumftance  to  human  pride  ! 
Abafmg  Thought,  but  not  to  be  denied  ! 
With  curious  Art  the  brain  too  finely  wrought-,, 
Preys  on  herfelf,  and  is  deftroy'd  by  Thought. 
Conft ant  Attention  wears  the  acYwe  mind, 
Blots^out  her  pow'rs,  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 
But  let  not  Youth,  to  infolence  allied, 
In  heat  of  blood,  in  full  career  of  pride, 
Poflefs'd  of  GENIUS,  with  unhallow'd  rage, 
Mock  the  infirmities  of  rev'rend  age. 
The  greateft  GENIUS  to  this  Fate  may  bow; 
REYNOLDS,  in  time,  may  belike  HOGARTH  now. 

G.  3  THE 
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Advertifement. 

IT  hath  heen  thought  not  improper  to  prefix  to 
this  Dublin  Edition  of  the  GHOST,  the  fol 
lowing  fummary  Account  of  the  Proceedings  in 
regard  to  fome  ftrange  Noifes,  heard  the  beginning 
of  the  Year  1762,  at  a  Houfe  in  Cock-lane,  V/eft- 
Smithjield,  London-.}  which  gave  rife  to  the  enfuing_ 
Poem. 

Mr.  Parfons,  the  officiating  Clerk  of  St.  SepuU- 
store's,    bbfefving  one  morning  at  early   prayers,, 
a  gtnteel  couple  ftandmg  in  the  aile,  ordei  «:d  them  , 
into  a  pew  :  and,  being  afterwards  thanked  'or  his 
civility  by  the  gentleman,  who  aiked  if  he  could  in 
form  him  of  a  lodging  in  the  neighbourhood  ;   Far* 
Ions  ofttreci  his  own  houfe,  which  was  accepted  of. 
Some  time  after,  in  the  abfence  uf  the  gen.leman,, 
\vho  was  in  the  country,  Mr.  Parions's  daughter,  a 
child  or  eleven  years  of  age-,  being  taken  by  fvlifs 
Fanny  (tne  name  the  gentlewoman  went  by)  to  her 
bed,  iV.ii is  fanny   complained  one  morning  to  i  he 
family,  of  both  having  been  greatly- difturbed  by 
violent  noifea.     Mrs.  Parlous,  at  a  lofs  to  account 
for  this,  bethought  hericlf  of  a  neighbouring  in- 
duiirious  fhoe.-maker,  whom  they  concluded  to  be 
caiife  of  the  dulurbance.     Soon  after,  on  a  Sunday 
night,   Miis  Fanny,  getting  out- of  bed,^ca'led  to  , 
Mrs.  Paifons,  4<  Pray  does  your  (hoe-maker  work, 
"  fo  hard  on  Sunday  nights  too.?"  to  which  being 
anfwered  in  the  negative,  Mrs.  Parfons,  fire,  were 
del" red   to  come  into  the  chamber,  and  be  lJiem- 
folves  wiinefies  to.  the  truth  of  the  alTertion.     At 
G  c  this 


130  ADVERTISEMENT. 
this  time  feveral  perfons  were  invited  to  afiift,  ami 
among  the  reft  the  late  reverend  Mr.  Linden,  but 
he  excufed  himfelf ;  and  the  gentleman  and  lady 
removing  into  the  neighbourhood  of  Clerkenwell, 
(where  (lie  Toon  after  died)  the  noife  difcontinued 
at  the  houfe  of  Parfons,  from  the  time  of  their 
leaving  it,  to  the  fir  ft  of  January  1762,  or  therea 
bouts,  the  fpace  of  above  a  year  and  a  ha'f  ;  and 
then  began  this  fecond  vifitation,  as  for  diftincYion. 
&ke,  we  may  venture  to  call  it. 

In  this  vifitation,  then,  the  child,  upon  certain 
knockings  and  fcratchings,  which  feemed  to  pro 
ceed  from  beneath  her  bedfted,  was  fometimes 
thrown  into  violent  fits  and  agitations  ;  and  a  wo 
man  attendant,  or  the  father,  Mr.  Parfons,  put 
queftions  to  the  fpirit  or  ghoft,  as  it  was  fuppofed 
by  the  credulous  to  be,  and  they  alfo  dictated  how 
many  knocks  fhoul'd  ferve  for  an  anfwer,  either  in  the 
affirmative  or  negative  ;  and  though  thefe  fcratch- 
mgs  and  knockings,  ditfurbed  Fanny  before  her 
death,  it  was  now  fuppofed  to  be  herfpirit,  which 
thus  harafTed  the  poor  family.  In  this  manner  of, 

converie  flie  charged   one  Mr. ,  whofe  firffc 

wife  was  her  filter,  and  with  whom  me  afterwards 
lived  in  fornication,  with  having  poifoned  her,  by 
putting  arfenick  into  purl,  and  admini firing  it  to  her, 
when  ill  of  the  fmall-pox.  Numbers  cf  perfons,. 
of  fortune  and  character,  and  feveral  clergymen, 
aflifted  at  the  vagaries  of  this  invifible  knocker  and, 
fcratcher,  and  though  nodifcovery  could  be  made, 
b.v  the  R-veral  removals  of  the  girl  to  other  houies, 
re  ;iae  noifcs  (liU  followed  her,  (the  fuppofed 

ghoa 
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ghoft  protefting  fhe  would  follow  her  where-ever 
fhe  went)  though  wainfcots  and  floorings  were  torn, 
away,  to  facilitate  a  dete&ion  of  any  impofture,  to 
no  purpofe  ;  yet  the  rational  part  of  the  town  could 
not  be  brought  to  believe,  but  that  there  was  fome 
fraud  in  the  affair,  confidering  the  known  faculty, 
many  people  called  Ventrilo^ui  have  had  of  uttering 
ftrange  noifes,  and  making  them  appear  to  come 
from  any  place  they  thought  proper,  without  any 
vifible  motion  of  their  lips ;  and  this  fufpicion  was 
confirmed  by  the  alterations  of  the  clergymen,  and 
(bme  geniltinen  of  the  faculty,  who  vifited  the  de- 
ceafed  in  her  illnefs,  and  of  fome  other  perfons  of 
unqueflionable  credit  ;  and  the  guilt  of  the  impo- 
fhire,  in  fome  meafure,  fixed  upon  the  parents 
and  their  friends,  by  fome  fa6b  contained  in  the 
following  Advertifement. 

To  the  public We,  whofe  names  are  un 
der-written,  thought   it  proper  upon  the  approba 
tion  of  the  lord-mayor,  received  on  Saturday  lanV 
in  the  afternoon,  to  fee  Mr.  Parfons  yefterday,  and 
to  aik  him  in  refpeel  of  the  time  when  his  child 
fhould  be  brought  to  Clerkenwell.     He  replied  in 
thefe  words,  "  That  he  contented  to  the  examina- 
"  tion  propofed,  provided  that  fome  perfons  con- 
"  ne«^ed  wiih   the  girl  might  be  permitted  to  be 
"   there,  to  divert  her  in  the  day-time."  This  was 
refufed,    bting  contrary   to    the  plan.     He   then 
mentioned  a  woman,  whom  he  affirmed  'to  be  nn- 
conneilcdj  and  not   to   have  been  ivitb  her.     Upon 
being  fe'nt  for,  fhe  came,  and  was  a  perfon  well 
k'no\vn  by  us  to  have  been  coftflanty^wifo  her,  and 

isn 
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'very  intimate  with  this  Familiar)  as  fhe  U  called. 
Upon  this  he,  Mr.  Parfons,  recommended  an  un 
exceptionable  per  Ton,  the  daughter  of  a  relation, 
who  was  a  gentleman  of  fortune.  After  an  enquiry 
into  her  character,  he  informed  us,  that  this  unex 
ceptionable  perfon  had  dif obliged  her  father  and 
i^as  out  at  fervice.  Upon  this  we  anfwered,  "  Mr. 
'*  Parfons,  if  you  can  procure  any  perfon  or  per- 
"  fons,  of  ftricl  character  and  reputation,  who  are 
"  houfe-keepers,  fuch  will  be  with  pleafure  ad-' 
"  mil  ted."  Upon  this  he  required  a  little  time  to 
feek  fo.r  fuch  a  perfon.  Inftead  of  coming,  as  he 
promifed  and  we  expecled,  one  William  Lloyd 
C4.me  by  his  direction,  and  faid,  as  follows : 

"  Mr.  Parfons  chufes  firft  to  confult  with  his 
"  friends,  who  are  at  prefent  not  in  ihe  way,  bc- 
"  fore  he  gives  a  pofitive  anfwer  concerning  the 
{(  removal  of  his  daughter  to  the  Reverend  Mn 
«  Aldrich'5." 

Signed,  WILL.  LLOYD, 
Brook-ftreet,  Hoi  born. 

Within  three  hours  after,  we  received  ar;oiher 

melTage  from  Mr,  Parfons  by  the  fame  hand,  to  wit :. 

u  If  the  lord  mayor  will  give  his  approbation, 

"  the  child   fhall  be  removed   to  the  Rev.  Mr. 

«  Aldnch's." 

The  plan  before  men! ioned  was  thus  fet  forth  in. 
the  public  papers  :  'I  he  girl  was  to  be  brought  to 
the  houfe  of  the  faid  clergyman?  without,  any  per- 
lon  whatever  that  had,  or  was  fuppofed  to  have, 
the  leaft  connection  with  her.  The  father  was  to 
be  there  j  not  fuffered  to  be  in  the  room,  but  in  a 

parlouf,. 


ADVERTISEMENT.          133 

parlour,  where  there  could  be  no  fort  of  commu- 
nic  ;ion,  attended    by   a   proper   perfon.     A  bed, 
•without  any  furniture,  was  to  be  fet  in  the  middle 
of  a  large  room,  and  the  chairs  to  be  placed  round 
it       /he  perfons   to   be  prefent  were  fome  of  the 
clergy,  a   phyfician,  furgeon,    apothecary,   and   a. 
juftice  of  the  peace.     The  child  was  to  be  undref- 
fed,  examined,  and  put  to  bed,  by  a  lady  of  cha^ 
racter  and  fortune.     Gentlemen  of  efbblifhed  cha- 
ra£ler,  both  clergy  and  laity  (amongfl  whom  was  a 
noble  lord,  who  defired  to  attend)  were  to  have 
been  prefent  at  the  examination.     We  have  done, 
and  ftill  are  ready  to  do  every  thing  in  our  power, 
to  detect  an  irnpoflure,  if  any,  of  the  moft  unhap 
py  tendency,  both  to  the  public  and  individuals* 

STE.  ALDRICH, 
Rector  of  St.  John's,  Clerkenwell. 

JAMES  PENN, 
Lecturer  of  St.  Ann's,  Alderfgate. 

In  purfuance  of  the  above  plan,  many  gentle 
men,  eminent  for  their  rank  and  character,  by  the 
invitation  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Aldrich,  of  Clerkenwell, 
affembled  at  his  houfe  the  31  ft  of  January,  and  next 
day  appeared  the  following  account  of  what  pafled 
on  the  occafion  : 

"  About  ten  at  night  the  gentlemen  met  in  the 
chamber,  in  whieh  the  girl,  fuppofed  to  be  difturb- 
ed  by  a  fpirit,  had,  with  proper  caution,  been  put 
to  bed  by  feveral  ladies.  They  fat  rather  more 
than  an  hour,  and  hearing  nothing,  went  down 
flairs,  where  they  interrogated  the  father  of  the 
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girl,  who  denied,  in  the  ftrongeft  terms  any  know- 

ledge  or  belief  of  fraud. 

As  the  fuppofed  fpirit  had  before  publicly  pro- 
mifed,  by  an  affirmative  knock,  that  it  would  attend 
one  of  the  gentlemen  into  the  vault,  under  the 
church  of  St.  John  Clerkenwell,  where  the  body 
is  depofited,  and  give  a  token  of  her  prefence  there 
by  a  knock  upon  her  coffin ;  it  was  therefore  de 
termined  to  make  this  tryal  of  the  exigence  or  ve 
racity  of  the  fuppofed  fpirit. 

While  they  were  enquiring  and  deliberating 
they  were  fummoned  into  the  girl's  chamber  by 
fome  ladies,  who  were  near  her  bed,  and  who  had 
heard  knocks  and  fcratches,  When  the  gentlemen 
entered,  the  girl  declared  that  me  felt  the  fpirit 
like  a  moufe  upon  her  back,  and  was  required  to 
hold  her  hands  out  of  bed  ;  from  that  time,  though 
the  fpirit  was  very  folemnly  required  to  manifeft 
its  exigence  by  appearance,  by  impreflion  on  the 
hand  or  body  of  any  prefent,  by  fcratches,  knocks, 
or  any  agency,  no  evidence  of  any  preternatural 
power  was  exhibited; 

The  fpirit  was  then  ferioufly  advertifed,  that  the 
perfon  to  whom  the  prornife  was-  made  of  ftriking 
the  coffin,  was  then  about  to  vifit  the  vault,  and 
that  the  performance  of  the  promife  was  then 
claimed.  The  company,  at  one,  went  into  the 
church,  and  the  gentleman,  to  whom  the  promife 
was  made,  went,  with  one  more,  into  the  vault; 
the  fpirit  was  folemnly  required  to  perform  its  pro- 
mife  ;  but  nothing  more  than  filence  enfued.  The 
perfon  fuppofed  to  be  accufed  by  the  gheft  then 

went 
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went  down,  with  feveral  others,  but  no  effect  was 
perceived.  Upon  their  return  they  examined  the 
girl,  but  could  draw  no  confeffion  from  her.  Be 
tween  two  and  three  me  defired,  and  was  permit 
ted,  to  go  home  with  hej-father. 

It  is  therefore  the  opinion  of  the  whole  aflemblyy 
that  the  child  has  fome  art  of  making,  or  counter 
feiting,  particular  noifes,  and  that  there  is  n©  agen 
cy  of  any  higher  caufe.** 

To  elude  the  force  of  this  conclufion,  it  was 
given  out  that  the  coffin,  in  which  the  body  of  the 
fuppofed  ghoft  had  been  depofitcd,  or  at  leaf!  the 
body  itfelf,  had  been  difplaced,  or  removed  out  of 

the  vault,  Mr.  K therefore  thought  proper  to 

take  with  him  to  the  vault  the  undertaker  who  bu 
ried  Mifs  F ,  and  fuch  other  unprejudiced 

perfons,  as  on  infpe£Hcn  might  be  able  to  prove 
the  weaknefs  of  fuch  a  fuggeftion. 

Accordingly  on  February  25,  in  the  afternoon,, 

Mr.  K ,  with  a  clergy  man,  the  undertaker, 

clerk,  and  fexton  of  the  parifh,  and  two  or  three 
gentlemen,  went  into  the  vault;  when  the  under 
taker  prefently  knew  the  coffin,  which  was  taken 
from  under  the  others,  and  eafily  feen  to  be  the 
fame,  as  there  was  no  plate  or  infcription  ;  and,  to 
fatisfy  further,  the  coffin  being  opened  before  Mr. 
K , — ,  the  body  was  found  in  it. 

Others,  in  the  mean  time,  were  faking  other 
fkps  to  find  out  where  the  fraud,  if  any,  lay.  The 
girl  was  removed  from  houfe  to  houfe,  and  wasfaid 
to  be-  conftantly  attended  with  the  ufual  noifes, 
though  bound  and  muffled  hand  and  foot ;  and  that 

without 
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without  any  motion  in  her  lips,  and  when  me  ap-* 
peared  afleep.     Nay,  they  were   often  faid  to  be, 
heard  in  rooms  at  a  considerable  diftance  trum  that 
where  £he  lay. 

At  iaft  her  hed  was  tied  up,  in  the  manner  of  a, 
hammock,  aboui  a  yard  and  a  half  from  the  ground, 
and  her  hands  and  feet  extended  as  wide  as  theyv 
could  without  injury,  and  fattened  with  fillets  for 
two  nights  lucceflively,  during  which  no  noifes  were, 
heard. 

The  next  day,  being  prefled  to  confefs,  and  be 
ing  told,  that  if  the  knocking  and  fcratching  'were 
not  heard  any  more,  (he,  her  father,  and  moiheiy 
would  be  fent  to  Newgate  ;  and  half  an  hour  being 
given  her  to  confideij  (he  defired  me  might  be  put 
to  bed,  to  try  if  the  noifes  would,  come  :  ihc  lay  in^ 
bed   this    night  much  longer .  than  ufualj  but  no, 
noifes.     This  was  on  a  Saturday. 

Sunday,  being  told  that  the  approaching  night 
only  would  be  allowed  for  a  trial,  me  concealed  a 
board,  about  four  inches  broad,  and  fix  long,  under 
her  flays.  This  board  wa.s  ufed  to  fet  the  kettle 
upon,  Having  got  into  bed,  fhe  told  the  gentleman 
fhe  would  bring  F at  fix  the  next  morning. 

The  matter  of  the  houfe,  however,  and  a  friend 
of  his,  being  informed  by  the  maids,  that  the  girl 
had  taken  a  board  to  bed  with  her,  impatiently  wait 
ed  for  the  appointed  hour,  when  fh.e  began  to  knock 
and  fcratch  upon  the  board;  remarking,,  however; 
what  they  themfelves  were  convinced  of,  that 
"  thefe  noifes  were  not  like  thofe  which  ufed  to  be 
"  made."  She  was  then  told,  that  foe  had  taken  a 

board , 
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board  to  bed,  and  on  her  denying  it,  fearched,  and 
caught  in  a  lie. 

The  two  gentlemen,  who,  with  the  maids,  wegs 
the  only  perfons  prefent  at  thisfcene,  fent  to  a  third 
gentleman,  to  acquaint  him  that  the  whole  affair 
v/as  detected,  and  to  defire  his  immediate  atten 
dance  ;  but  he  brought  another  along  with  him. 

Their  concurrent  opinion  was,  that  the  child  had 
been  frightened  into  this  attempt,  by  the  threats 
jwhich  had  been  made  the  two  preceding  nights  j 
^and  the  mafter  of  the  houfe  alfo,  and  his  friend, 
iboth  declared,  "  That  the  noifes,  the  girl  had 

made  that  morning,  had  not  the  lead  likenefs  to 

the  former  noifes.  Probably  the  organs,  with 
which  fhe  performed  thefe  ftrange  noifes,  were  not 
always  in  a  proper  tone  for  that  purpofe,  and  fhe 
imagined  me  might  be  able  to  fupply  the  place  of 
Ithem  by  a  piece  of  board. 

At  length  Mr.  K 1 —  thought  proper  to  vm- 

idicate  his  character  in  a  legal  way.  On  the  icth 
jof  July,  the  father  and  mother  of  the  child,  one 
Mary  Frazer,  who,  it  feems,  a&ed  as  an  interpre- 
jter  between  the  ghoft  and  thofe  who  examined  her, 
|a  clergymap,  and  a  reputable  tradefman,  were  tried 
jat  Guildhall,  before  Lord  Mansfield,  by  a  fpecial 
pry,  and  convided  of  a  confpiracy  againil  the  life 
jind  cliai-after  of  Mr.  K , . 

But  the  court,  chufmg  that  Mr.  K — > ,  who 

lad  been  fo  much  injured  on  this  occafion,  mould 
eceive  fome  reparation  by  the  punifhment  of  the 
j>ffendtTs,  deferred  giving  fentence  for  feven  or  eight 
nomhs,  in  hopes  the  parties  might  make  it  up  in 

the 
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the  mean  time.  Accordingly,  the  clergyman  and 
tradefman  agreed  to  pay  Mr.  K— —  a  round  fum, 
fome  fay.  between  5  and  600 1.  to  purchafe  their 
pardon,  and  were  thereupon  difmifled,  with  a  fe- 
vere  reprimand.  The  father  was  ordered  to  befet 
in  the  pillory  three  times  in  one  month,  once  at  the 
end  of  Cock- lane,  and  after  that  to  be  imprifoned 
two  years ;  Elizabeth  his  wife,  one  year ;  and  Mary 
Frazer,  fix  months  in  Bridewell,  and  to  be  there 
kept  to  hard  labour. 

The  father,  appearing  to  be  out  of  his  mind  at 
the  time  he  was  firfl  to  ftand  in  the  pillory,  the  ex-j 
ecution  of  that  part  of  his  fentence  was  deferred  to| 
another  day,  when,  as  well  as  on  the  other  days  of  j 
his  {landing  there,  the  populace  took  fo  much  com. 
paffion  of  him,  that,  inftead  of  ufmg  him  ill,  thej| 
made  a  hand  fome  colle&ioa  for  him. 
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WITH  eager  fearch  to  dart  the  foul, 
Curioufly  vain,  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
And  from  the  Planets  wand'ring  fpheres 
T'  extort  the  number  of  our  years, 
And  whether  all  thofe  years  mall  flow 
Serenely  fmooth  or  free  from  woe, 
Or  rude  Misfortune  (hall  deform 
Our  life,  with  one  continual  florm  ; 
Or  if  the  fcene  (hall  motley  be, 
Alternate  Joy  and  Mifery, 
Is  a  defire,  which,  more  or  lefs, 
All  Men  muft  feel,  tho'  few  confefs. 

Hence,  ev'ry  place  and  ev'ry  age 
Affords  fubfiftence  to  the  Sage, 
Who,  free  from  this  world  and  its  cares, 
Holds  an  acquaintance  with  the  ftars, 
From  whom  he  gains  intelligence, 
Of  things  to  come  feme  ages  hence, 
Which  unto  friends,  at  eafy  rates, 
He  readily  communicates, 


At 
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At  its  firft  rife,  which  all  agree  on, 
This  noble  Science  was  CHALDEAN, 
That  antient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  upon  the  mountain's  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  Stars,  obferv'd  their  motions, 
And  fuck'd  in  Aflrologic  notions, 
Which  they  fo  eagerly  purfue 
As  folks  are  apt  whate'er  is  new, 
That  things  below  at  random  rove, 
Whilft  they're  confulting  things  above  ; 
And  when  that  they  fo  poor  were  grown, 
That  they'd  no  houfes  of  their  own, 
They  made  bold  with  their  friends  the  Stars, 
And  prudently  made  ufe  of  theirs. 

To  EGYPT  from  CHALDEE  it  travell'd, 
And  Fate  at  MEMPHIS  was  unravelFd, 
Th'  exotic  Science  foon  ftruck  root,. 
And  flourim'd  into  high  repute. 
Each  learned  Pried:,  O  flrange  to  tell  I 
Could  circles  make,  and  caft  a  fpell ; 
Could  read  and  write,  and  taught  the  Nation 
The  holy  art  of  Divination. 
Nobles  themfelves,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  Nobles  was  no  crime, 
Could  talk  as  learned  as  the  Prieft, 
And  prophefy  as  much  at  leaft. 
Hence  all  the  fortune-telling  Crew, 
Whofe  crafty  fkill  marrs  Nature's  hue, 
Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  fmirch'd  face, 
Run  up  and  down  from  place  to  place, 
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To  gratify  their  friends'  defires, 

From  BAMFIELD  CAREW,  to  MOLL  SQJJIRES, 

Are  rightly  term'd  EGYPTIANS  all; 

Whom  we,  miftaking,  GYPSIES  call. 

The  GRECIAN  Sages  borrowed  this, 
As  they  did  other  Sciences, 
[From  fertile  EGYPT,  tho'  the  loan 

hey  had  not  honefty  to  own. 

ODONA'S  Oaks,  infpir'd  by  JOVE, 

learned  and  prophetic  Grove, 

urn'd  vegetable  Necromancers, 

nd  to  all  comers  gave  their  anfwers ; 

tDELPHOS,  to  APOLLO  dear, 

11  men  the  voice  of  Fate  might  hear  ; 

,ch  iubtle  Prieft  on  three-legg'd  ftool, 

o  take  in  wife  men    play'd  the  fool. 
Myftery,  fo  made  for  gain, 

'en  now  in  faihion  muft  remain. 

mhufiafts  never  will  let  drop 
hat  brings  fuch  bufmefs  to  their  mop, 

nd  that  great  Saint,  we  WHITFIELD  call, 

eeps  up  the  HUMBUG  SPIRITUAL. 

Among  the  ROMANS,  not  a  Bird, 
ithout  a  Prophecy,  was  heard  ; 
'ortunes  of  Empires  often  hung 
>n  the  Magician  Magpye's  tongue, 
nd  ev'ry  Crow  was  to  the  State 
fare  interpreter  of  Fate, 
'rophets,  embodied  in  a  COLLEGE, 
.neoutof  mind  your  feat  of  knowledge, 

For 
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For  Genius  never  fruit  can  bear 
Unlefs  it  firft  is  planted  there, 
And  folid  learning  never  falls 
Without  the  verge  of  COLLEGE  walls) 
Infallible  accounts  would  keep 
When  it  was  belt  to  watch  or  fleep, 
To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  or  flay, 
And  when  to  fight  or  run  away, 
When  matters  were  for  adion  ripe, 
By  looking  at  a  double  tripe ; 
When  Emperors  would  live  or  die 
They  in  an  Afs's  fcull  could  fpy  ; 
When  Gen'rals  would  their  ftation  keep, 
Or  turn  their  backs,  in  hearts  of  fheep. 
In  matters,  whether  fmall  or  great, 
In  private  families  or  ftate, 
As  amongft  us,  the  holy  Seer 
Officioufly  would  interfere, 
With  pious  arts  and  rev* rend  fkill 
Would  bend  Lay  Bigots  to  his  will, 
Would  help  or  injure  foes  or  friends, 
Juft  as  it  ferv'd  his  private  ends. 
Whether,  in  honeft  way  of  trade, 
Traps  for  Virginity  were  laid, 
Or  if,  to  make  their  party  great, 
Defigns  were  form'd  againft  the  (late, 
Regardlefs  of  the  Common  Weal, 
By  Int'refl  led,  which  they  call  zeal, 
Into  the  fcale  was  always  thrown, 
The  Will  of  Heav'n  to  back  their  own. 


EN- 
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ENGLAND,  a  happy  land  we  know, 
Where  Follies  naturally  grow, 
Where  without  Culture  they  arife, 
And  tow'r  above  the  common  fize  ; 
ENGLAND,  a  fortune  telling  hoft, 
As  numerous  as  the  Stars,  could  boaft, 
MATRONS,  who  tofs  the  Cup,  and  fee 
The  grounds  of  Fate  in  grounds  of  Tea, 
Who  vers'd  in  ev'ry  modert  lore, 
Can  a  loft  Maidenhead  reftore, 
Or,  if  their  pupils  rather  chufe  it, 
Can  fhew  the  readieft  way  to  lofe  it ; 
GYPSIES,  who  ev'ry  ill  can  cure, 
Except  the  ill  of  being  poor, 

Who  charms  'gainft  Loves  and  Agues  fell, 

Who  can  in  hen-roofl:  fet  a  fpell, 

Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  beft  known, 

To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own, 

Who  as  to  fortune  can  unlock  it, 

As  eafily  as  pick  a  pocket ; 

SCOTCHMEN  who,  in  their  Country's  right, 

PoiTefs  the  gift  of  fecond-figbt, 

Who  (when  their  barren  heaths  they  quit, 

Sure  argument  of  prudent  wit, 

Which  reputation  to  maintain, 

They  never  venture  back  again) 

By  lyes  prophetic  heap  up  riches, 

And  boaft  the  luxury  of  breeches. 

Among  the  reft,  in  former  years, 
CAMP  BEL,  illuftrions  name,  appears, 

Great 
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Great  Hero  of  futurity, 
Who  blind  could  ev'ry  thing  forejee, 
Who  dumb  could  ev'ry  thing  forte//, 
Who,  Fate  with  equity  to  fell, 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Heaven, 
According  to  what  price  was  given. 

Of  SCOTTISH  race,  in  HIGHLANDS  born, 
Poflefs'd  with  native  pride  and  fcorn, 
He  hither  came,  by  cuftom  led, 
To  curfe  the  hands  which  gave  him  bread. 
With  want  of  truth,  and  want  of  fenfe, 
Amply  made  up  by  impudence, 
(kfucccdaneum,  which  we  find 
In  common  ufe  with  all  mankind) 
Carefs'd  and  favoured  too  by  thofe, 
Whofe  heart  with  Patriot  feelings  glows, 
Who  FOOLISHLY,  where'er  difpers'd, 
Still  place  their  native  Country  firft  ; 
(For  ENGLISHMEN  alone  have  fenfe, 
To  give  a  Jir anger  preference, 
Whilft  modefl:  merit  of  their  own, 
Is  left  in  poverty  to  groan) 
CAMPBELL  foretold,  jud  what  he  wou'd 
And  left  the  ftars  to  make  it  good  ; 
On  whom  he  had  imprefs'd  fuch  awe, 
His  dictates  current  pafs  for  LAW  ; 
Submiinve  all  his  Empire  own'd  ; 
No  Stardurft  (mile,  when  CAMPBELL  frown'd. 

This  Sage  deceased,  for  all  mufl  die, 
And  CAMPBELL'S  no  more  fafe  than  I, 

No 
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No  more  than  I  can  guard  the  Heart, 
When  Death  fhall  hurl  the  fatal  dart, 
Succeeded,  ripe  in  art  and  years, 
Another  fav'rite  of  the  fpheres, 
Another  and  Another  came, 
Of  equal  (kill,  and  equal  fame  ; 
As  white  each  wand,  as  black  each  gown, 
As  long  each  beard,  as  wife  each  frown, 
In  ev'ry  thing  fo  like,  you'd  fvvear, 
CAMPBELL  himfelf  was  fitting  there. 
To  all  the  happy  Art  was  known, 
To  tell  our  fortunes,  make  their  own, 

Seated  in  Garret,  for  you  know, 
The  nearer  to  the  Stars  we  go, 
The  greater  we  efteem  his  art, 
Fools  curious  flock'd  from  ev'ry  part ; 
The  Rich,  the  Poor,  the  Maid,  the  Married, 
And  thofe  who  could  not  walk  were  carried. 

The  BUTLER,  hanging  down  his  head, 
By  Chamber- Maid  or  Cook-Maid  led, 
Enquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  Mooa, 
He  has  advice  of  pilfer'd  fpoon. 

The  COURT-BRED  WOMAN  OF  CONDITION, 
(Who,  to  approve  her  difpofition 
As  much  fuperior,  as  her  birth, 
To  thofe  compos'd  of  common  earth, 
With  double  fpirit  muft  engage 
In  ev'ry  folly  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  arts  would  buy, 
To  pack  the  Cards  and  cog  a  Die, 

V  o  L.  I.  H  Th« 
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The  HERO  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  honourable  place 
Amongft  the  chiefs  of  Butcher  Row, 
Who  might  fome  thirty  years  ago, 
If  we  may  be  allow'd  to  guefs 
At  his  employment  by  his  drefs, 
Put  medicines  off  from  cart  or  ftage, 
The  grand  TOSCANO  of  the  age, 
Or  might  about  the  countries  go, 
HIGH  STEWARD  of  a Puppet-fhow, 
Steward  andjlewardfiip  mojl  meety 
For  all  know  Puppets  never  eat  ; 
Who  would  be  thought  (tho'  fave  the  mark, 
That  point  is  fomething  in  the  dark) 
The  Man  of  Honour,  one  like  thofe 
Renown'd  in  ftory,  who  lov'd  blows 
Better  than  victuals,  and  would  fight, 
Merely  for  fport  from  morn  to  night ; 
Who  treads  like  MAYORS  firm,  whofe  tongue, 
Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung, 
Who  cries  to  FEAR — fland  off — aloof — 
And  talks  as  he  were  cannon-proof, 
Would  be  deem'd  ready,  when  you  lift, 
With  fwcrd  and  piftol,  ft;ck  and  fid, 
Carelefs  of  points,  balls,  bruifes,  knocks, 
At  once  to  fence,  fire,  cudgel,  box, 
But  at  the  fame  time  bears  about, 
Within  himfelf,  fome  touch  of  doubt, 
Of  prudent  doubt,  which  hints— that  fame 
Is  nothing  but  an  empty  name  ; 
TKt  life  is  rightly  underftood 
By  all  to  be  a  real  good  j 

That} 
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That,  even  in  a  Hero's  heart, 

Difcretion  is  the  better  part  ; 

That  this  fame  HONOUR  may  be  won, 

And  yet*  no  kind  of  danger  run) 

Like  DRUGGER  comes,  that  magic  pow'rs 

May  afcertain  his  lucky  hours. 

For  at  fome  hours  the  fickle  dame, 

Whom  FORTUNE  properly  we  name, 

Who  ne'ei*  confiders  wrong  or  right, 

When  wanted  moft:,  plays  leaft  in  fight, 

And,  like  a  modern  Court-bred  jilt  , 

Leaves  her  chief  fav'rites  in  a  tilt. 

Some  hours  there  are,  when  from  the  heart 

Courage  into  fome  other  part, 

No  matter  wherefore,  makes  retreat, 

And  fear  ufurps  the  vacant  feat; 

When  planet  ftruck  we  often  find, 

STUARTS  and  SACKVILLE'S  of  mankind. 


Farther  he'd  know  (and  by  his  Art 
A  conjurer  can  that  impart) 
Whether  politer  it  is  reckon'd 
To  have  or  not  to  have  a  fecond, 
To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 
To  make  the  danger  all  their  own  ; 
Whether  repletion  is  not  bad, 
And  fighters  with  full  ftomachs  mad  ; 
Whether  before  he  feeks  the  plain, 
It  were  not  well  to  breathe  a  vein  j 
Whether  a  gentle  falivation, 
Confidently  with  reputation, 
H  2 
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Might  not  of  precious  ufe  be  found, 
Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound, 
But  to  prevent  the  confequence 
Which  oftentimes  arifes  thence, 
Thofe  fevers  which  the  patient  urge  on 
To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  furgeon  ; 
Whether  a  wind  at  eaft  or  weft 
Is  for  green  wounds  accounted  beft  ; 
Whether  (was  he  to  chufe)  his  mouth 
Should  point  towards  the  north  or  fouth-$ 
Whether  more  fafely  he  might  ufe, 
On  thefe  occafions,  pumps  or  fhoes  j 
Whether  it  better  is  to  fight, 
By  Sun-Jhine,  or  by  Candle-ligbt  \ 
Or  (left  a  candle  (hould  appear 
Too  mean  to  fhine  in  fuch  a  fphere, 
For  who  could  of  a  candle  tell 
To  light  a  hero  into  hell, 
And  left  the/w«  ftiould  partial  rife 
To  dazzle  one  or  Mother's  eyes, 
Or  one  or  t'other's  brains  to  fcorch) 
Might  not  Dame  LUNA  hold  a  torch  ? 

Thefe  points  with  dignity  difcufs'd, 
And  gravely  fix'd,  a  tafk  which  muft 
Require  no  little  time  and  pains, 
To  make  our  hearts  friends  with  our  brains, 
The  Man  of  War  would  next  engage 
The  kind  afliftance  of  the  fage, 
Some  previous  method  to  direct, 
Which  (hould  make  thefe  of  none  effect. 

Could 
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Could  he,  not,  from  the  rnyftic  fchool 
Of  art,  produce  fome  faqred  rule, 
By  which  a  Knowledge  might  be  got, 
Whether  men  v.a)tant  were,  or  not, 
So  he  that  challenges  might  write 
Only  to  thofe  w,ho  would  not  fight  ? 

Or  could  he  not,  fome  way  difpenfe, 
By  help  of  which  (without  offence 
To  Honour,  whofe  nice  nature's  fuch, 
She  fcarce  endures  the  flighted  touch) 
When  he  for  want  of  t'other  rule 
Miftakes  his  man,  and  like  a  fool, 
With  fome  vain  fighting  blade  gets  in, 
He  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  mould  fome  Daemon  lay  a  fcheme 
To  drive  him  to  the  laft  extreme, 
So  that  he  mud  confefs  his  fears, 
In  mercy  to  his  nofe  and  ears, 
And  like  a  prudent  recreant  knight, 
Rather  do  any  thing  than  fight, 
Could  he  not  fome  expedient  buy 
To  keep  his  mame  from  public  eye  ? 
For  well  he  held,  and,  men  review, 
Nine  in  ten  hold  the  maxim  too, 
That  HONOUR'S  like  a  Maiden-head, 
Which  if  in  private  brought  to  bed, 
Is  nought  the  worfe,  but  walks  the  town, 
Ne'er  loll,  until  the  lofs  be  known. 

H  3  The 


150  T  H  E    G  H  O  S  T. 

The  PARSON  too  (for  now  and  then, 
PARSONS  are  juft  like  other  men, 
And  here  and  there  a  grave  DIVINE 
Has  paflions  fuch  as  yours  aiTd  mine) 
Burning  with  holy  luft  to  know 
When  FATE  Preferment  will  beftow, 
Fraid  of  dete&ion,  not  of  fin, 
With  circumfpe&ion  fneaking  in 
To  Conj'rer,  as  he  does  to  fFbore* 
Thro'  fome  bye  Alley,  or  Back-door, 
With  the  fame  caution  Orthodox 
Con  ful  ts  the  Stars,  and  gets  a  Pox. 

The  CITIZEN,  in  fraud  grown  old, 
Who  knows  no  Deity  but  Gold, 
Worn  out  and  gafping  now  for  breath, 
A  Med'cine  wants  to  keep  off  Death  ; 
Would  know,  if  THAT  he  cannot  have, 
What  Coins  are  current  in  the  grave  ; 

If,  when  the  Stocks  (which  by  bis  pow'f, 

Would  rife  or  fall  in  half  an  hour, 

For,  tho'  unthought  of  and  unfeen, 

He  work'd  the  fprings  behind  the  fcreen  j 

By  bis  directions  came  about, 

And  rofe  to  Par  he  mould  fell  out  ; 

Whether  he  fafely  might  or  no, 

Replace  it  in  the  Funds  below. 

By  all  addrefs'd,  believ'd,  and  paid, 
Many  purfu'd  the  thriving  trade, 
And,  great  in  reputation  grown, 
SucceiTive  held  the  MAGIC  throne. 

Favoured 
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Favour'd  by  ev'ry  darling  paffion, 

The  love  of  Novelty  and  Fafhion, 

Ambition,  Av'rice,  Luft,  and  Pride, 

Riches  pour'd  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 

But  when  the  prudent  Laws  thought  fit 

To  curb  this  infolence  of  Wit ; 

When  Senates  wifely  had  provided, 

Decreed,  Enabled,  and  Decided, 

That  no  fuch  vile  and  upftart  elves 

Should  have  more  knowledge  than  themfelves ; 

When  Fines  and  Penalties  were  laid 

To  ftop  the  progrefs  of  the  trade, 

And  Stars  no  longer  could  difpenfe, 

With  botrtuf)  farther  influence, 

And  Wizards  (which  mud  be  confed 

Was  of  more  force  thin  all  the  reft) 

No  certain  way  to  tell  had  got, 

Which  were  Informers,  and  which  not; 

Affrighted  SAGES  were,  perforce, 

Oblig'd  to  fteer  fome  other  courfe. 

By  various  ways,  thefe  Sons  of  Chance 

Their  Fortunes  laboured  to  advance, 

Well  knowing,  by  unncning  rules, 

KNAVES  ftarve  not  in  the  Land  of  Fools. 

Some,  with  high  Titles  and  Degrees, 
Which  wife  Men  borrow  when  they  pleafe, 
Without  or  trouble  or  expence, 
PHYSICIANS  inftantly  commence, 
And  proudly  boaft  an  equal  (kill 
With  thofe  who  claim  the  right  to  kill. 

H  4  Others 
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Others  about  the  Countries  roam, 
(For  not  ONE  thought  of  going  kome) 
With  piftol  and  adopted  leg 
Prepar'd  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 

Some,  the  more  fubtle  of  their  race, 
(Who  felt  feme  touch  of  Coward  Grace, 
Who  TYBURN  to  avoid  had  wit, 
But  never  fear'd  deferving  it) 
Came  to  their  Brother  SMOLLET'S  aid, 
And  carried  on  the  CRITIC  Trade. 

Attached  to  Letters  and  the  Mufe, 
Ssme  Verfes  wrote,  and  foins  wrote  News. 
Thofe,  each  revolving  Month,  are  feen, 
The  Heroes  of  a  Magazine  ; 
Thefe,  ev'ry  morning,  great  appear, 
In  LEDGER,  or  in  GAZETTEER  ; 
Spreading  the  falihoods  of  the  day, 
By  turns  for  FA  DEN  and  for  SAY  ; 
Like  Swiss,  their  force  is  always  laid 
On  that  fide  where  they  befl  are  paid, 
Plence  mighty  PRODIGIES  arife. 
And  daily  MONSTERS  ftrike  our  eyes ; 
Wonders,  to  propagate  the  trade, 
More  ftrange  than  ever  BAKER  made, 
Are  hawk'd  about  from  flreet  to  ftreet, 
And  Fools  believe,  whilft  Liars  eat. 

Now  armies  in  the  air  engage, 

To  fright  a  fuperftitious  age  j 

Novf 
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Now  Comets  thro'  the  ^Sther  range, 

In  Governments  portending  change  ; 

Now  rivers  to  the  Ocean  fly, 

So  quick  they  leave  their  channels  dry ; 

Now  monftrous  Whales,  on  LAMBETH  fhore, 

Drink  the  THAMES  dry,  and  thirft  for  more; 

And  ev'ry  now  and  then  appears 

An  IRISH  Savage  numbering  years 

More  than  thofe  happy  Sages  cou'd, 

Who  drew  their  breath  before  the  flood. 

Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 

A  Church  is  left  without  a  Steeple  ; 

A  Steeple  now  is  left  in  lurch, 

And  mourns  departure  of  the  Church, 

Which,  borne  on  wings  of  mighty  wind, 

Remov'd  a  furlong  off  we  fyid. 

Now,  wrath  on  Cattle  to  difcharge, 

Hail-ftones  as  deadly  fall,  and  large 

As  thofe  which  were  on  EGYPT  fent, 

At  once  their  crime  and  punifhment, 

Or  thofe  which,  as  the  Prophet  writes, 

Fell  on  the  necks  of  AMORITES, 

When,  ftruck  with  wonder  and  amaze, 

The  Sun  fufpended,  ftay'd  to  gaze, 

And,  from  her  duty  longer  kept, 

In  AJALON  his  Sifter  flept. 

But  if  fiich  things  no  more  engage 
The  Tafte  of  a  politer  age, 
To  help  them  out  in  Time  of  need 
Another  TOFTS  muft  Rabbits  breed. 

H  5  Each 
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Each  pregnant  Female  trembling  hears, 
And,  overcome  with  fpleen  and  fears, 
Con  Cults  her  faithful  glafs  no  more, 
But  madly  bounding  o'er  the  floor, 
Feels  hairs  all  o'er  her  body  grow, 
By  FANCY  turn'd  into  a  Doe. 

\ 

Now  to  promote  their  private  ends, 
NATURE  her  ufual  courfe  fufpends, 
And  varies  from  the  dated  plan 
Obferv'd  e'er  fince  the  World  began. 
Bodies,  (which  fooliflily  we  thought, 
By  Cuftom's  fervile  maxims  taught, 
Needed  a  regular  fupply, 
And  without  nourifliment  mufl:  die) 
With  craving  appetites,  and  fenfe 
Of  Hunger  eafily  difpenfe, 
And,  pliant  to  their  wondrous  /kill, 
Are  taught,  like  watches,  to  ftand  flill 
Uninjured,  for  a  month  or  more  ; 
Then  go  on  as  they  did  before. 
The  Novel  takes,  the  Tale  fucceeds, 
Amply  fupplies  its  author's  needs, 
And  BETTY  CANNING  is  at  leaft, 
With  GASCOYNE'S  help,  a  fix  months  feaft. 

Whilft  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains, 
The  Tyrant  SUPERSTITION  reigns 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  Man, 
And  warps  his  thoughts  from  Nature's  plan ; 
Whiltl  fond  CREDULITY,  whene'er 
The  weight  of  wholefome  doubts  could  bear, 

To 


T  H  E    G  H  O  S  T.  155 

To  Reafon  and  Herfelf  unjuft, 
Takes  all  things  blindly  up  on  truft; 
Whilft  CUR  10 STY,  whofe  rage 
No  Mercy  fhevvs  to  Sex  or  Age, 
Muft  be  indulg'd  at  the  expence 
Of  Judgment^  Truth,  and  Common  Senfe  ; 
Importunes  cannot  but  prevail, 
And  when  old  Miracles  grow  dale, 
JUGGLERS  will  ftill  the  art  purfue, 
And  entertain  the  world  with  New. 

For  THEM,  obedient  to  their  will, 
And  trembling  at  their  mighty  fkill, 
Sad  SPIRITS,  fummon'd  from  the  tomb, 
Glide  glaring  ghaftly  thro'  the  gloom, 
In  all  the  ufml  Pomp  of  ftorms, 
In  horrid  cuftomary  forms, 
A  Wolf,  a  Bear,  a  Horfe,  an  Ape, 
As  Fear  and  Fancy  give  them  fhape, 
'Tormented  with  defpair  and  pain, 
They  roar,  the  yell,  and  clank  the  chain. 
FOLL^  and  GUILT  (for  GUILT,  howe'er 
The  face  of  Courage  it  may  wear, 
Is  ftill  a  Coward  at  the  heart) 
At  fear-created  phantoms  ftart. 
The  PRIEST,  that  very  world  implies 
That  he's  both  innocent  and  wife, 
Yet  fears  to  travel  in  the  dark, 
Unlefs  efcorted  by  his  CLERK. 

But  let  not  evVy  Bungler  deem 
Too  lightly  of  fo  deep  a  fche  ne. 

For 
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For  reputation  of  the  Aft^ 

Each  GHOST  muft  a&  a°  proper  part, 

Obferve  Decorum's  needful  grace, 

And  keep  the  laws  of  Time  and  Place. 

Mult  change,  with  happy  variation, 

His  manriers  with  his  fituation. 

What  in  the  Country  might  pafs  down, 

Would  be  impertinent  in  Town. 

No  SPIRIT  of  difcretion  HERE 

Can  think  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 

'Twill  ferve  the  purpofe  more  by  half 

To  make  the  Congregation  laugh. 

We  want  no  enfigns  of  furprize, 

Locks  fliff  with  gore,  and  fawcer  eyes, 

Give  if  an  entertaining  Sprite, 

Gemle    Familiar,  and  Polite, 

One  who  appears  in  fuch  a  form 

As  might  an  holy  Hermit  warm, 

Or  who  on  former  fchemes  refines, 

And  only  talks  by  founds  and  figns, 

Who  will  not  to  the  eye  appear, 

But  pays  her  vifits  to  the  ear, 

And  knocks  fo  gently,  'twould  not  fright 

A  Lady  in  the  darkeft  Night. 

Such  is  Our  FANNY,  whofe  good  will, 

Which  cannot  in  the  Grave  lie  flill, 

Brings  her  on  Earth  to  entertain 

Her  friends  and  Lovers  in  COCK-LANE. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK, 
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A  SAC  RED  ftandard  Rule  we  find 
By  Poets  held  time  out  of  mind, 
To  offer  at  APOLLO'S  fhrine, 
And  call  on  One,  or  All  the  NINE. 

This  Cuftom,  thro'  a  Bigot  zeal, 
Which  MODERNS  of  fine  Tafle  muft  feel 
For  thofe  who  wrote  in  days  of  yore, 
Adopted  ftands  like  many  more, 
Tho'  ev'ry  Caufe,  »yhich  then  confpir'd 
To  make  it  practised  and  admir'd, 
Yielding  to  Time's  deftru&ive  courfe, 
For  ages  pad  hath  loft  its  force. 

With  antient  Bards,  and  INVOCATION 
Was  a  true  a£l  of  Adoration. 
Of  Worfhip  an  eflential  part, 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  Art, 
Of  paultry  reading  a  Parade, 
A  dull  folemnity  in  trade, 
A  pious  P^ever,  taught  to  burn 
An  hour  or  two,  to  ferve  a  turn. 

They 
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They  talk'd  not  of  CASTALIAN  SPRINGS 
By  way  of  faying  pretty  things, 
As  iv e  drefs  out  our  flimfy  Rhimes  ; 
'Twas  the  RELIGION  of  the  Times, 
And  they  believM  that  holy  ftream 
With  greater  force  made  FANCY  teem, 
Reckon'd  by  all  a  true  fpecific, 
To  make  the  barren  brain  prolific, 
Thus  ROMISH  CHURCH  (a  fcheme  which  bears 
Not  half  fo  much  excufe  as  theirs) 
Since  FAITH  implicitly  hath  taught  her, 
Reveres  the  force  of  Holy  Water. 

The  PAGAN  SYSTEM,  whether  true 
Or  falfe,  its  ftrength,  like  Buildings,  drew 
From  many  parts  difpos'd  to  bear 
In  one  great  Whole,  their  proper  mare. 
Each  GOD  of  eminent  degree, 
To  fome  vail  Beam  compared  might  be  ; 
Each  CODLING  was  a  Peg>  or  rather 
A  Cramp)  to  keep  the  Beams  together  ; 
And  Man  as  fafely  might  pretend 
I  rom  JOVE  the  thunder-bolt  to  rend, 
As  with  an  impious  pride  afpire 
To  rob  APOLLO  of  his  Lyre. 

With  fettled  faith  and  pious  awe, 
EflabliuYd  by  the  voice  of  Law, 
'Then  POETS  to  the  MUSES  came, 
And  from  their  Altars  caught  the  flame. 
GENIUS,  with  PHOEBUS  for  his  guide, 

The  MUSE  afcenciing  by  his  fide, 

With 
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WTith  tow'ring  pinions  dar'd  to  foar, 
Where  eye  could  fcarcely  ftrain  before, 

But  why  fhould  WE,  who  cannot  feel 
Thefe  glowings  of  a  Pagan  zeal, 
That  wild  entbufiajlic  force, 
By  which,  above  her  common  courfe, 
NATURE  in  Ecftacy  up-borne, 
Look'd  down  on  earthly  things  with  fcorn ; 
Who  have  no  more  regard,  'tis  known, 
For  their  Religion  than  our  own, 
And  feel  not  half  fo  fierce  a  flame 
At  CLIO'S  as  at  FISHER'S  name  ; 
Who  know  thefe  boafted  f acred  ft  reams 
Were  mere  romantic  idle  dreams, 
That  THAMES  has  waters  clear  as  thofe 
Which  on  the  top  of  FIND  us  rofe, 
And  that  the  FANCY  to  rerine, 
Water's  not  half  fo  good  as  Wine  ; 
Who  know,  if  Profit  ftrikes  our  eye, 
Should  we  drink  HELICON  quite  dry, 
Th'  whole  fountain  would  not  thither  lead 
So  foon  as  one  poor  jug  from  TWEED  ; 
Who,  if  to  raife  poetic  fire, 
The  Pow'r  of  Beauty  we  require, 
In  any  public  place  can  view 
More  than  the  GRF.CIANS  ever  knew; 
If  Wit  into  the  fcale  is  thrown, 
Can  boaft  a  LENOX  of  our  own  ; 
Why  mould  -we  fervile  cuftoms  chufe, 
And  court  an  antiquated  Mufe  ? 

No 
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No  matter  why  —  to  afk  a  Reafon 
In  PEDANT  BIGOTRY  is  Treafon. 

In  the  broad,  beaten,  turnpike-road 
Of  hackneyed  Panegyrlck  Qde9 
No  Modern  Poet  dares  to  ride 
Without  APOLLO  by  his  fide, 
Nor  in  a  Sonnet  take  the  air, 
Unlefs  his  Lady  Mufe  be  there. 
SHE,  from  fome  Amaranthine  grove, 
Where  little  Loves  and  Graces  rove, 
The  Laurel  to  my  Lord  mufl  bear 
Or  Garlands  make  for  Whores  to  wear  ; 
SHE;  with  foft  Elegiac  verfe, 
Muft  grace  fome  mighty  Villain's  herfe, 
Or  for  fome  Infant^  doom'd  by  Fate, 
To  wallow  in  a  large  eftate, 
With  Rhimes  the  Cradle  muft  adorn, 
To  tell  the  World  a  Fool  is  born. 


Since  then  our  CRITIC  LORDS 
No  hardy  Poet  fhould  reject 
Eftablim'd  maxims,  or  prefume 
To  place  much  better  in  their  room, 
By  Nature  fearful,  I  fubmit, 
And  in  this  dearth  of  Senfe  and  Wit, 
With  nothing  done,  and  little  faid> 
(By  wild  excurfive  FANCY  led 
Jnto  a  fecond  Book  thus  far, 
Like  fome  unwary  Traveller, 
Whom  varied  fcenes  of  wood  and  lawn, 
With  treacherous  delight,  have  drawn 

Deluded 
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Deluded  from  his  purposM  way; 
Whom  ev'ry  ftep  leads  more  aftray ; 
Who  gazing  round  can  no  where  fpy, 
Or  houfe,  or  friendly  cottage  nigh, 
And  refolution  feems  to  lack 
To  venture  forward  or  go  back, 
Invoke  fome  GODDESS  to  defcend, 
And  help  me  to  my  journey's  end. 
Tho'  confcious  ARROW  all  the  while, 
Hears  the  petition  with  a  fmile, 
Before  the  glafs  her  charms  unfolds, 
And  in  berfelf  MY  Mufe  beholds. 

TRUTH,  GODDESS  of  celeftial  birth, 
But  little  lov'd,  or  known  on  earth, 
Whofe  pow'r  but  feldom  rules  the  heart, 
Whofe  name,  with  hypocritic  art, 
An  errant  {talking  horfe  is  made, 
A  fnug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade, 
An  inftrument  convenient  grown 
To  plant,  more  firmly,  FALSHOOD'S  throne>. 
As  Rebels  varnifh  o'er  their  caufe 
With  fpecious  colouring  of  Laws, 
And  pious  Traitors  draw  the  knife. 
In  the  KING'S  Name  againft  his  ///>, 
Whether  (from  Cities  far  away, 
Where  Fraud  and  Faljhood  fcorn  thy  fwayj 
The  faithful  Nymph's  and  Shepherd's  pride. 
With  LOVE  and  VIRTUE  by  thy  fide. 
Your  hours  in  harmlefsjoys  are  fpent 
Amongft  the  Children  of  CONTENT  ; 
Or,  fond  of  gaiety  and  fport, 
You  tread  the  round  of  ENG  LAND'S  COURT, 

Howe'er 
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Howe'er  my  LORD  may  frowning  go, 
And  treat  the  Stranger  as  a  Foe, 
Sure  to  be  found  a  welcome  gueft 
In  GEORGE'S  and  in  CHARLOTTE'S  breaft ; 
If,  in  the  giddy  hours  of  Youth, 
My  conftant  foul  adher'd  to  TRUTH  ; 
If  from  the  Time  I  firft  wrote  Man, 
I  ftill  purfu'd  thy  facred  plan, 
Tempted  by  Intereft  in  vain 
To  wear  mean  Falfhood's  golden  chain  ; 
If,  for  a  feafon  drawn  away, 
Starting  from  Virtue's  path  aftray, 
All  low  difguife  I  fcorn'd  to  try, 
And  dar'd  to  fin,  but  not  to  lye  ; 
Hither,  O  hither,  condefcend, 
"ETERNAL  TRUTH,  thy  fteps  to  bend, 
And  favour  Himt  who  ev'ry  hour, 
Confeffes  and  obeys  thy  pow'r  1 

But  come  not  with  that  eafy  mien, 
By  which  you  won  the  lively  DEAN, 
Nor  yet  aflume  that  Strumpet  air, 
Which  RABELAIS  taught  thee  firft  to  wear, 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguous  face, 
Which  with  CERVANTES  gave  thee  grace, 
But  come  in  facred  vefture  clad, 
Solemnly  dull,  and  truly  fad  ! 

Far  from  thy  feemly  Matron  train 
Be  Idiot  MIRTH,  and  LAUGHTER,  vain  ! 
For  WIT  and  HUMOUR,  which  pretend 

At  once  to  pleafe  us  and  amend, 

They 
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They  are  not  for  my  prefcnt  turn, 

Let  them  remain  in  France  with  STERNE. 

Of  NobldT:  City  Parents  born, 
Whom  Wealth  and  Dignities  adorn, 
Who  ftill  one  conftant  tenor  keep 
Nor  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afleep, 
With  THEE,  let  formal  DULLNESS  come, 
And  deep  ATTENTION,  ever  dumb, 
Who  on  her  lips  her  fingers  lays, 
Whillt  ev'ry  circumftance  fhe  weighs, 
Whofe  down-caft  Eye  is  often  found, 
Bent  without  motion  to  the  ground, 
Or,  to  fome  outward  thing  confinM, 
Remits  no  image  to  the  mind, 
No  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bears, 
But  ftupid  without  Vifion  flares ; 
Thy  fteps  let  GRAVITY  attend, 
Wifdom\  and  Truth's  unerring  friend. 
For  One  may  fee  with  half  an  eye, 
That  GRAVITY  can  never  lye; 
And  his  arch'd  brow,  pull'd  o'er  his  eyes, 
With  folemn  proof  proclaims  him  Wife. 

Free  from  all  waggeries  and  fports, 
The  produce  of  luxurious  Courts  y 
Where  Sloth  and  Luft  enervate  Youth, 
Come  Thou,  a  down-right  City  TRUTH  ; 
The  CITY,  which  we  ever  find 
A  fober  pattern  for  mankind, 
WThere  Man,  in  EQJJILIBRIO  hung, 
Is  feldom  Old,  and  never  Young, 

And 


1 64  T  H  E    G  H  O  S  T. 

And  from  the  Cradle  to  the  Grave, 
Not  Virtue's  friend,  nor  ViceYflave  ; 
As  Dancers  on  the  Wire  we  fpy, 
Hanging  between  the  Earth  and  Sky. 

She  comes -I  fee  her  from  afar, 

Bending  her  courfe  to  Temple-Bar  : 
All  fage  and  fllent  is  her  train, 
Deportment  grave,  and  garments  plain, 
Such  as  may  Tuit  a  Par  fan's  wear, 
And  fit  the  Head-piece  of  a  Mayor. 

By  TRUTH  infpir'd,  our  BACON'S  force 
Open'd  the  way  to  Learning's  fource ; 
BOYLE  thro'  the  works  of  NATU  RE  ran  ; 
And  NEWTON,  fomething  more  than  Man, 
Div'd  into  Nature's  hidden  fprin^s, 
Laid  bare  the  principles  of  things, 
Above  the  earth  our  fpirits  bore, 
And  gave  us  Worlds  unknown  before. 
By  TRUTH  infpir'd,  when  Lauder^s  fpight 
O'er  MILTON  caft  the  Veil  of  Night, 
DOUGLAS  arofe,  and  thro'  the  maze 
Of  intricate  and  winding  ways, 

Came  where  the  fubtle  Traitor  lay, 

And  dragg'd  him  trembling  to  the  day ; 

Whilft  HE  (O  mame  to  nobleft  parts, 

Difhonour  to  the  Lib'ral  Arts, 

To  traffic  in  fo  vile  a  fcheme  ! 

Whilft  HE,  our  Lettered  PQLYPHEMK 

Who  had  Confederate  forces  join'd, 

Like  a  bafe  Coward,  fkulk'd  behind. 

By 
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By  TRUTH  infpir'd,  we  Critics  go 

To  track  FINGAL  in  Highland  (now, 

To  form  their  own  and  other's  Creed 

From  Manufcripts  they  cannot  read. 

By  TRUTH  infpir'd,  we  numbers  fee 

Of  each  Profeflion  and  degree, 

Gentle  and  Simple,  Lord  and  Cit, 

Wit  without  wealth,  wealth  without  wit ; 

When  PUNCH  and  SHERIDAN  have  done, 

To  FANNY'S  Gbojlly  Leflures  run  ; 

By  TRUTH  and  FANNY  now  infpir'd, 

I  feel  my  glowing  bofom  fir'd ; 

Dcfire  beats  high  in  ev'ry  vein 

To  fmg  the  SPIRIT  of  CocK-LAtfE  ; 

To  tell  (juft  as  the  meafure  flows 

In  halting  rhime,  half  verfe,  half  profe) 

With  more  than  mortal  arts  endu'd, 

How  She  united  force  withftood, 

And  proudly  gave  a  brave  defiance 

To  Wit  and  Dullnefs  in  Alliance. 

This  APPARITION  (with  relation 
To  antient  modes  of  Derivation, 
This  we  may  properly  fo  call, 
Although  it  ne'er  appears  at  all, 
As  by  the  way  of  Innuendo, 
Lucus  is  made  a  nvn  lucendo] 
Superior  to  the  vulgar  mode, 
Nobly  difdains  that  fervile  road, 
Which  Coward  Ghofts,  as  it  appears, 

Have  walk'd  in  full  five  thoufand  years. 

J  Ard 
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And  for  reftraint  too  mighty  grown, 
Strikes  out  a  method  of  her  own. 

Others,  may  meanly  dart  away, 
Aw'd  by  the  Herald  of  the  Day, 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  frefhnefs  of  the  Morning  air, 
May  vanifh  with  the  melting  gloom, 
And  glide  in  filence  to  the  tomb ; 
She  dares  the  Sun's  moll:  piercing  light, 
And  knocks  by  Day  as  well  as  Night. 
Othnsy  with  mean  and  partial  view, 
Their  vifits  pay  to  one  or  two  ; 
She,  great  in  Reputation  grown, 
Keeps  the  beft  company  in  Town. 
Our  active  enterprifing  Ghoft, 
As  large  and  fplendid  Routs  can  boaft 
As  thofe  which,  rais'd  by  PRIDE'S  command, 
Block  up  the  paflage  thro'  the  Strand. 

Great  adepts  in  the  fighting  trade, 
Who  ferv'd  their  time  on  the  Parade  ; 
She  Saints  who,  true  to  pleafure's  plan, 
Talk  about  God,  and  lurt  for  man  ; 
Wits,  who  believe  nor  God,  nor  Ghoft, 
And  Fools,  who  worlhip  ev'ry  poft ; 
Cowards,  whofe  lips  with  war  are  hung  ; 
Men  truly  brave,  who  hold  their  tongue  ; 
Courtiers,  who,  laugh  they  know  not  why, 
And  Cits,  who  for  the  fame  caufe  cry  j 
The  canting  Tabernacle  Brother, 
(For  one  Rogue  (toll  fufpe&s  another)^ 

Ladies, 
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Ladies,  who  lo  a  Spirit  fly 
Rather  than  with  their  Hujbands  lie  ; 
Lords,  who  as  chaftly  pafs  their  lives 
With  ether  Women  as  their  Wives ; 
Proud  of  their  intellects  and  cloaths, 
Phyficians,  Lawyers,  Parfons,  Beaux, 
And,  truants  from  their  defksand  (hops, 
Spruce  Temple  Clerks,  and  'Prentice  Fops, 
To  FANNY  come*  with  the  fame  view, 
To  find  her  falfe,  or  find  her  true. 

Hark  !  fomething  creeps  about  the  houfe  ! 
Is  IT  a  Spirit,  or  a  Moufe  ? 
HARK  !  fomething  fcratcbes  round  the  room  ! 
A  Cat,  a  Rat,  nfluWd  Birch-Broom. 
HARK  !  on  the  vvainfcot  now  JT  knocks ! 
If  Thou'rt  zGboft,  cry'd  ORTHODOX, 
With  that  aflFe£ted  folemn  air 
Which  HYPOCRITES  delight  to  wear, 
And  all  thofe  forms  of  CONSEQUENCE 
Which  FOOLS  adopt  inftead  of  Senfe, 
If  thou'rt  a  Ghoft,  who  from  the  tomb 
Stalk'ft  h&yfilent  thro'  this  gloom, 
In  breach  of  NATURE'S  flated  laws, 
For  good9  or  bad,  or  for  no  caufe, 
Give  wow  NINE  knocks;  like  PRIESTS  of  old, 
NINE  w£  zfacred  Number  hold. 

'Pfha,  cry'd  PROFOUND,  (a  man  of  parts, 
Deep  read  in  all  the  curious  Arts, 
Who  to  their  hidden  fprings  had  trac'd 
The  force  of  NUMBERS  rightly  -plac'd) 

As 
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As  to  the  NUMBER,  you  are  right, 

As  to  the  form  miftaken  quite. 

What's  NINE  ? —  Your  ADEPTS  all  agree, 

The  VIRTUE  lies  in  Three  times  Three. 

He  faid,  no  need  to  fay  it  twice, 
For  THRICE    She   knock'd,    and   THRICE,  and 
THRICE. 

The  Crowd,  confounded  and  amaz'd 
In  filence  at  each  other  gaz'd. 
From  CJLLIA'S  hand  the  Snuff-box  fell, 
TINSEL,  who  ogled  with  the  Belle, 
To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  vain, 
He  ftocf  s,  but  cannot  rife  again. 
Immane  POMPOSO  was  not  heard 
T7  import  one  crabbed  foreign  word. 
Fear  feizes  Heroes,  Fools  and  Wits, 
And  PLAUSIBLE  his  pray'rs  forgets. 

At  length,  as  People  jutt  awake, 
Into  wild  difference  they  break  ; 
All  talk'd  at  once,  but  not  a  word 
Was  underftood,  or  plainly  heard. 
Such  is  the  noife  of  chatt'ring  Geefe, 
Slow  failing  on  the  Summer  breeze  ; 
Such  is  the  language  DISCORD  fpeaks 
In  Weljb-wtimen  o'er  beds  of  Leeks  ? 
Such  the  confusM  and  horrid  founds 
Of  Irtjb  in  Potatoe  grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for  even  G 's  tongue 

Is  not  on  iron  hinges  hung, 

FEAR 
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FEAR  and  CONFUSION  found  retreat, 

REASON  and  ORDER  take  their  feat. 

The  fact  confirmed  beyond  all  doubt, 

They  now  would  find  the  caufes  out. 

For  this  a  facred  rule  we  find 

Among  the  niceft  of  Mankind, 

Which  never  might  exception  brook 

From  HOBEES  e'en  down  to  BOLINGBROKE, 

To  doubt  of  fa<5ts,  however  trite, 

Unlefs  they  know  the  caufes  too. 

TRIFLE,  of  whom  'twas  hard  to  tell 
When  he  intended  ill  or  well, 
Who,  to  prevent  all  farther  pother, 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  t'other, 
Who  to  be  filent  always  loth, 
Would  fpeak  on  either  fide,  or  both, 
Who,  led  away  by  love  of  Fame, 
If  any  new  Idea  came, 
Whate'er  it  made  for,  alwaysfaid  it, 
Not  with  an  eye  to  Truth,  but  Credit ; 
For  ORATORS  prof  eft,  'tis  known, 
Talk  not  for  our  fake,  but  their  own  ; 
Who  always  fhew'd  his  talents  beft 
When  fcrious  things  were  turn'd  to  jeft, 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
Poflcfs'd  no  common  mare  of  fenfe  5 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours, 
With  chat,  on  Butterflies  and  Flow'rs  ; 
Could  talk  of  Powder,  Patches,  Paint, 
With  the  fame  zeal  as  of  a  Saint ; 

V  o  L,  I.  I  Could 
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Could  prove  a  Sybil  brighter  far, 
Than  Venus  or  the  Morning  Star  ; 
Whtlft  fomcthing  ftill  fo  gay,  To  new, 
The  fmile  of  approbation  drew, 
And  Females  ey'd  the  charming  man, 
\Vhilft  their  hearts  flutter'd  with  their  Fan, 
Tan-'LE,  who  would  by  no  means  mils 
An  opportunity  like  this, 
Proceeding  on  his  ufual  plan, 

iTdy  ftroak'd  bis  chin,  and  thus  bean, 


With  S  beers,  or  Scifla>-f,   Sivird,  or  K'tife, 
When  the  Fates  cut  the  thread  of  life, 
(For  if  we  to  the  Grave  are  fent, 
No  matter  with  what  injlmment} 
The  Body  m  fome  lonely  fpot, 
On  dung-hill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot, 
Or  fleeps  among  more  holy  dead  ; 
With  Pray'rs  irreverently  read  ; 
The  Soul  is  fent,  where  Fate  ordains, 
To  reap  rewards,  to  fufier  pains. 

The  VIRTUOUS  to  thofe  manfions  go, 
Where  Pleafures  unembitter'd  flow, 
Where  leading  np  a  jocund  band, 
VIGOUR  and  YOUTH  dance  hand  in  hand, 
XVhilft  ZEPHYR,   with  harmonious  galeo, 
PIPES  fofreft  Mufu-  thro'  the  vales, 
And  SPRING  and  FLORA,  gaily  crown'd 
With  Velvet  Carpets  (pread  the  ground  ; 
With  livelier  blujh  where  Rofes  bloom, 
.And  ev'ry  flirub  expires  perfume, 


Where 
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Where  chryftal  fl reams  mean dring  glide, 
Where  warbling  flows  the  amber  tide, 
Where  other  Suns  dart  brighter  be.ais, 
And  LIGHT  thro' purer  atber  th  ^:nis.* 

Far  other  feats,  far  diffVent  ftate 
The  Sons  cf  Wic  ecir»._    .-.wait* 
JUSTICE  (not  that  dd  Hag  I  mean, 
Who's  nightly  in  the  Garden  feen, 
Who  lets  no  fpark  of  Mercy  rife 
For  Crimes,  £y  wA/V A  men  lofe  their  eyes  ; 
Nor  HER,  who  with  an  equal  hand, 
Weighs  Tea  and  Sugar  in  the  STRAND. 
Nor  HER  who,  by  the  World  deem'd  wife, 
Deaf  to  the  Widow's  piercing  cries, 
SteelM  'gainil  the  ftarving  Orphan's  tears, 
On  Pawns  her  bafc  'Tribunal  rears ; 
But  HER  who,  after  Death  prefidcs, 
Whom  facred  TRUTH  unerring  guides, 
Who,  free  from  partial  influence, 
Nor  finks,  nor  raifes  Evidenee, 
Before  whom  nothing's  in  the  dark, 
Who  takes  no  Bribe,  and  keeps  no  Clerk) 
JUSTICE  with  equal  fcale  below, 
In  due  proportion  weighs  out  woe, 
And  always  with  fuch  lucky  aim 
Knows  punifhments  fo  fit  to  frame, 
That  fhe  augments  their  grief  and  pain, 
Leaving  no  reafon  to  complain. 

OLD  MAIDS  and  RAKES  are  josn'd  together, 
Coquettes  and  Prudes 9  like  April  weather  ; 

I  2  UW 
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WU\  forc'd  to  Chum  with  Common  Senfe, 
And  Lnjl  is  yok'd  to  Impotence. 
PROFESSORS  (Juftice  fo  decreed) 
Unpaid  muft  conftant  Leflures  read  ; 
On  Earth  it  often  doth  befal, 
They're  paid,  and  ^mr  read  at  all. 
Parfons  muft  praftife  what  they  teach, 
And  B — ps  are  compelPd  to  preach. 

She,  who  on  earth  was  nice  and  prirn, 
•Of  delicacy  full,  and  whim, 
Wbofc  tender  nature  could  not  bear 
The  rudenefs  of  the  churl im  air, 
Is  doom'd  to  mortify  her  pride, 
The  change  ,of  weather  to  abide, 
And  fells,  whilfl  tears  with  liquor  mix, 
Burnt  E>'andy  on  the  Shore  of  STYX. 

AVARO,  by  long  ufe  grown  bold 
In  ev'ry  ill  which  brings  him  gold, 
Who  his  REDEEMER  would  pull  down, 
And  fell  his  God  for  Half  a  Crown, 
Who,  if  forne  Blockhead  mould  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  Soul  a  Shilling, 
A  well-made  bargain  would  efreem  it, 
And  have  more  ftnfe  than  to  redeem  it, 
JUSTICE  fhall  in  thofe  (hades  confine, 
To  drudge  for  PLUTUS  in  the  Mine, 
All  the  Day  long  to  toil  and  roar, 
And  curfing  work  the  ftubborn  ore, 
For  Coxcombs  here,  who  have  no  brains, 
Without  a  Sixpence  for  his  pains, 

Tbtnet- 
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Whence,  with  each  due  return  of  Night, 

COMPELI.M,  the  tallt  thin,  half- ftarv'd  SPRITE 

Shall  earth  re-vifit,  and  furvey 

The  place  where  once  his  treafure  lay, 

Shall  view  they?#//,  where  holy  PRIDE, 

With  lettered  IGNORANCE  allied, 

Once  hail'd  him  mighty  and  ador'd, 

Defcended  to  another  Lord. 

Then  fliall  Pie  (creaming  pierce  the  air,. 

Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  fcowl  defpair  ; 

Then  fliall  Pie  ban  at  Heaven's  decrees, 

And,  howling,  fink  to  Hell  for  eafe. 

Thofe,  who  on  Earth  thro'  life  have  paft>, 
With  equal  pace,  from  firil  to  laft, 
Nor  vex'd  with  paffions,  nor  with  fpleen, 
Infipid,  eafy,  and  ferene, 
Whofe  heads  were  made  too  weak  to  bear 
The  weight  of  bufinefs,  or  of  care, 
Who  without  Merit,  without  Crime, 
Contriv'd  to  while  away  their  time, 
Nor  Good,  nor  Bad,  nor  Fools,  nor  Wits>. 
Mild  JUSTICE  with  a  fmile,  permits 
Still  to  purfue  their  darling  plan, 
And  find  amufement  how  they  can. 

The  BEAU,  in  gaudieft  plumage  drefl 
With  lucky  Fancy,  o'er  the  reft 
Of  AIR  the  curious  mantle  throws, 
And  chats  among  his  Brother  BEAUX  ; 
Or,  if  the  weather's  fine  and  clear, 
NQ  fign  of  rain  or  temped  near, 

I  3  En* 
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Encourag'd  by  the  cloudlefs  day, 
Like  gilded  Butterflies  at  play, 
So  lively  All,  fo  gay,  fo  briik, 
In  air  They  flutter,  float,  and /rife. 

The  BELLE  (what  mortal  doth  not  know, 
BKLLES  after  death  admire  a  BEAJ  ?) 
With  happy  grace  renews  her  art, 
To  trap  the  Coxcomb's  wand'ring  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whilft  they  live, 
A  heart  is  all  which  BEAUX  can  give, 

In  fome  dill,  fclemn  facred  fhade, 
Behold  a  group  of  AUTHORS  laid, 
Ns-ws-Paper  Wits,  and  SONNETEERS, 
Gentlemen  BARDS,  and  Rbiming  PEERS, 
BIOGRAPHERS,  whofe  wond'rous  worth 
Is  fcarcc  remember'd  now  on  earth, 
Whom  FIEL DINGS  humour  led  aftray, 
And  plaintive  FOPS,  dcbauch'd  by  GRAY, 
All  fit  together  in  a  ring, 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  fing. 

On  his  own  works,  with  laurel  crown'd, 
Neatly  and  elegantly  bound, 
(For  this  is  one  of  many  rales 
With  writing  Lords  and  laureat  Fooh, 
And  which  for  ever  rnuft  fucceed 
With  other  Lords  who  cannot  read, 
However  deftitute  of  wit, 
To  make  their  works  for  BOOK-CASE  fit) 

Ac- 
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Acknowledg'd  Mafter  of  thofe  feats, 
GIBBER  his  Birth  day  Q'dss  repeats. 

With  Triumph  now  poflefs  that  feat, 
With  Triumph  now  thy  Odes  repeat* 
Unrivall'd  Vigils  proudly  keep, 
Whilrt  ev'ry  hearer's  lull'd  to  fleep  ; 
But  know,  illufirious  BARD,  when  Fate, 
Which  ilill  purfues  thy  name  with  hale, 
The  Regal  Laurel  blafts,  which  now 
Blooms  on  the  placid  WHITEHEAD'S  brow/ 
Low  mull  defcend  thy  Pride  and  Fame, 
And  GIBBER'S  be  the  fecoiid  Name. 

Here  TRIFLE  cough M  (for  Ccugbing  ftiH* 
Bears  witncis  of  the  Speaker**  fell  I. 
A  necefTary  piece  of  art, 
Of  Rhetoric  an  eiTential  part, 
And  Adapts  in  the  Speaking  trade 
Keep  a  Cough  by  them  rea(1y-wude% 
Which  they  fuccefsfully  difpenfe 
When  at  a  lofs  fcr  words  or  Jenfe) 
Here  '['RIFLE  congh'd,  here  paus'd — but  white 
lie  ftrove  to  recollect  \i\sfmile, 
That  happy  engine  of  his  art, 
Which  triumph'd  o'er  the  female  heart, 
CREDULITY,  the  Child  of  FOLLY, 
Begot  on  Cloyftsr^d  MELANCHOLY, 
Who,  heard,  with  grief,  the  florid  Fool 
Turn  facred  things  to  ridicule, 
And  faw  him,  led  by  WHIM  away, 
Still  farther  from  the  fubjeft  (tray, 

I  4.  JM 
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Juft  in  the  happy  nick,  aloud, 

In  fliape  cf  M — E,  addrefs'd  the  Crowd. 

Were  we  with  Patience  here  to  fit, 
Dupes  to  th'  impertinence  of  Wit, 
Till  TRIFLE  his  harangue  fhould  end, 
A  Greenland  Night  we  might  attend, 
Whilft  He,  tvith  fluency  of  fpeech, 
Would  various  mighty  nothings  teach, 
(Here  TRIFLE,  fternly  looking  down, 
Gravely  endeavour'd  at  a  Frown, 
But  Nature,  unawares  ftept  in, 
And,  mocking,  turn'd  it  to  a  Grin) 
And  when,  in  FANCY'S  Chariot  hurl'd, 
We  had  been  carried  round  the  World, 
Involved  in  error  ftill  and  doubt, 
He  d  leave  us  where  we  firft  fet  out. 
Thus  Soldiers  (in  whofe  exercife) 
Material  life  with  Grandeur  vies) 
Lift  up  their  legs  with  mighty  pain, 
Only  to  fet  them  down  again. 

Believe  ye  not  (yes,  all  I  fee 
In  found  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  PROVIDENCE,  for  worthy  enck, 
To  us  unknown,  this  SPIRIT  fends  ! 
Tho'  fpeechlefs  lay  the  trembling  tongue, 
Your  Faith  was  on  your  Features  hung, 
Your  Faith  I  in  your  eyes  could  fee, 
When  all  were  pale  and  ftar'd  like  me. 
But  fcruples  to  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  ihadow  of  difpute, 
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PQMPOSO,  PLAUSIBLE,  and  I, 
With  FANNY,  have  agreed  to  try 
A  deep  concerted  fcheme.     This  night, 
To  fix,  or  to  deftroy  HE  R  quite. 
If  it  be  True,  before  we've  done, 
We'll  make  it  glaring  as  the  Sun  ; 
If  it  be  fulfe,  admit  no  doubt, 
Ere  Morning's  dawn  we'll  find  it  out. 
Into  the  vaulted  womb  of  Death, 
Where  FANNY  now,  dcpriv'd  of  breath, 
Lies  feft'ring,  whilft  her  troubled  Sprite 
Adds  horror  to  the  gloom  of  night, 
Will  We  defcend,  and  bring  from  thence 
Proofs  of  fuch  force  to  Common  Senfe. 
Vain  Tr'ifiers  fnall  no  more  deceive, 
And  ATHEISTS  tremble,  and  believe. 

He  faid,  and  ceas'd  ;  the  Chamber  rung 
With  due  applaufe  from  ev'ry  tongue. 
The  mingled  found  (now  let  me  fee, 
Something  by  way  of  Simile) 
Was  it  more  like  Strymonian  Cranes, 
Or  Winds )  low  murmuring,  when  it  rains, 
Or  drowfy  bum  of  cluJFring  Bees, 
Or  the  hoarfe  roar  of  angry  Seas  ? 
Or  (ftill  to  heighten  and  explain, 
For  elfe  our  Simile  is  vain) 
Shall  we  declare  it,  like  all  four, 
A  Scream,  a  Murmur,  Hum,  and  Roar  ? 

Let  FANCY  now  in  awful  ftate 

Prefent  (\i\sgrtat  TRIUMVIR  ATB 

(A  me- 
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(A  method  which  receiv'd  we  find 
In  other  cafes  by  mankind) 
Elefled  with  a  joint  confenr, 
All  Fools  in  Town  to  reprefent. 

The  Clock  ftrikes  Twelve — M — E   ftarts  and 

fwears, 

In  Oaths  we  know,  as  well  as  Prayers, 
RELIGIONT  lies,  and  a  Church  Brother 
May  life  at  will  or  one  or  t'other, 
PLAUSIBLE,  from  his  Caflbck,  drew 
A  holy  Manual,  feeming  new  ; 
A  Book  it  was  of  private  Pray'r* 
But  not  a  pin  the  worfe  for  wear, 
For,  as  we  by  the  bye  may  fay, 
None  but/ow#  Saints  in  private  pray. 
RELIGION,  faireft  Maid  on  earth, 
As  meek  as  good,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  bleft  union,  when  in  heaven 
PLEASUBE  was  Bride  to  VIRTUE  given; 
RELIGION,  ever  pleas'd  to  pray, 
Poflefs'd  the  precious  gift  one  day  ; 
HYPOCRISY,  of  CUNNING  born, 
Crept  in  and  (lole  it  ere  the  morn. 
WH— TJF — D  that  great-eft  of  all  faints. 
Who  always  prays,  and  never  faints, 
Whom  SHE  to  her  own  Brothers  bore, 
RAPINE  and  LUST,  on  SEVERN'S  fhore, 
Receiv'd  it  from  the  /quint ing  Dame  ; 
From  Him  to  PLAUSIBLE  it  came, 
Who,  with  unufual  care  oppreft, 
Now  trembling,  pull'd  it  from  his  breaft. 

Doubii 
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Doubts  in  his  boding  heart  arife, 
And  fancied  Spedres  blaft  his  eyes. 
DEVOTION  fprings  from  abject  Jear9 
And  (lamps  his  Pray'rs  for  once  fmcere. 

POMPOSO  (infolent  and  loud, 
Vain  idol  of  a  fcrilbllng  crowd, 
Whofe  very  name  infpires  an  awe, 
Whofe  ev'ry  word  is  Senfe  and  Law, 
For  what  his  Greatnefs  hath  decreed, 
Like  Laws  of  PERSIA  and  of  MEDE, 
Sacred  thro'  all  the  realm  of  Wit, 
Muft  never  of  Repeal  admit  ; 
Who,  curfmg  flatt'ry,  is  the  tool 
Of  ev'ry  fawning,  flatt'ring  fool  ; 
Who  wit  with  jealous  eye  furveys, 
And  fickens  at  another's  praife  ; 
Who,  proudly  feiz'd  of  Learnings  throne, 
Now  damns  all  Learning  but  his  own  ; 
Who  (corns  thofe  common  wares  to  trade  \r.> 
Reasoning,  Convincing,  and  Perfuading, 
But  makes  each  Sentence  current  pafs, 
With  Puppy,  Coxcomb,  Scoundrel,  Afs  ; 
For  'tis  with  him  a  certain  rule, 
The  Folly's  prov'd  when  he  calls  Fool  ; 
Who,  to  increafe  his  native  ftrength, 
Draws  words  fix  fyllables  in  length, 
With  which,  aflilted  with  a  frown 
By  way  of  Club,   he  knocks  us  down  ; 
Who  'bove  the  Vulgar  dares  to  rife, 
And  Senfe  and  Decency  defies  j 

For 
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For  this  fame  Decency  is  made 

Only  for  Bunglers  in  the  trade, 

And,  like  the  Cob-web  Laws,  is  ftill 

Broke  thro'  by  Great  ones  when  they  will)—*, 

POMP  os  o,  with  Jlrong  fenfe  fupplied, 

Supported,  and  confirm'd  by  Pride., 

His  Comrades'  terrors  to  beguile, 

Grinned  horribly  a  ghaftly  fmile  :_ 

Features  fo  horrid,  were  it  light, 

Would  put  the  Devil  himfelf  to  flight. 

Such  were  the  Three  in  Name  and  Worih,. 
Whom  ZEAL  and  JUDGMENT  Tingled  forth 
To  try  the  Sprite  on  REASON'S  plan, 
Whether  it  was  of  God  or  Man. 

Dark  was  the  Night,  it  was  that  Hour, 
When  TERROR  reigns  in  fulleft  Pow'r, 
When,  as  the  Learned  of  old  have  faid, 
The  yawning  Grave  gives  up  her  dead, 
When  MURDER,  RAPINE  by  her  fide, 
Stalks  o'er  the  earth  with  Giant  ftride ; 
Our  QUIXOTES  (for  that  Knight  of  old 
Was  not  in  Truth  by  half  fo  bold, 
Tho'  REASON  at  the  fame  time  cries, 
Our  QUIXOTES  are  not  half  fo  wife. 
Since  they,  with  other  follies,  boaft 
An  Expedition  'gainft  a  Gbofl) 
Thro'  the  dull  deep  furrounding  gloom, 
In  clofe  array,  towards  FANNY'S  tomb 
Adventur'd  forth— CAUTION  before, 
With  heedful  ftep,  the  lantborn  bore, 

Point- 
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Pointing  at  Graves;  and  in  the  Rear, 

Trembling,  and  talking  loud,  went  FEAR. 

The  Church -yard  teern'd — th'  unfetded  ground, 

As  in  an  Ague,  fhook  around  ; 

While  in  fome  dreary  vault  confin'd, 

Or  riding  on  the  hollow  Wind, 

HORROR,  which  turns  the  heart  to  flone, 

In  dreadful  founds  was  heard  to  groan. 

All  flaring,  wild,  and  out  of  breath, 

At  length  they  reach  the  place  of  death. 

A  VAULT  it  was,  long  time  applied 
To  hold  the  laft  remains  of  Pride  : 
No  Beggar  thete,  of  humble  race, 
And  humble  fortunes,  finds  a  place, 
To  red:  in  Pomp  as  well  as  Eafe 
The  only  way's  to  pay  the  Pees. 
FOOLS,  ROGUES,  and  WHORES, if  Ricb&n&Grwt, 
Proud  e'en  in  death,  HERE  rot  in  State. 
No  Thieves  difrobe  the  i^eli-drcjl  Dead, 
No  Plumbers  fteal  the  [acred  lead, 
Quiet  and  fafe  the  Bodies  lie, 
No  SEXTONS/^//,  no  SURGEONS  buy. 

Thrice  each  the  pond'rous  key  apply  M, 
And  Thrice  to  turn  it  vainly  try'd, 
Till  taught  by  Prudence  to  unite, 
And  draining  with  collected  might, 
The  ftubborn  wards  refill  no  more, 
But  open  flies  the  growling  door. 

Three 
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Three  paces  back  They  fell  amaz'd, 
Like  Siuhtcs  &ood;   life  Kidmen  gaz'd  ; 
The  frighted  blood  forfakes  the  face, 
And  fee!*s  the  heart  with  quicker  pace; 
The  throbbing  heart  its  fears  declares, 
And  upright  ftand  the  bridled  hairs  ; 
The  head  in  wild  diilraclion  fvvims  ; 
Cold  fweats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs; 
NATURE,  whiift  Fears  her  bofom  chill, 
Sufpends  her  Pow'rs,  and  LIFE  Hands  flill. 

Thus  had  they  flood  till  now,  but  SHAME 
(An  u&ful,  tho7  neglecled  Dame, 
By  Heav'n  defign'd  the  Friend  of  Man, 
Tho'  we  degrade  Her  all  we  can, 
And  flrive,  as  our  firfl:  proof  of  Wit, 
Her  Name  of  Nature  to  forget) 
Came  to  their  aid  in  happy  hour, 
And  with  a  wand  of  mighty  pow'r 
Struck  on  their  hearts  ;  vain  Fears  fubfide, 
And  baffled,  leave  the  field  to  PRIDE. 

Shall  THEY,  (forbid  it  Fame)  mail  THEY 
The  dictates  of  vile  Fear  obey  ? 
Shall  They,  the  Idols  of  the  Town, 
To  Bugbears  Fancy -f or m'd  bow  down  ? 
Shall  they,  who  greatcft  zeal  expreft, 
And  undertook  for  all  the  reft. 
Whofe  matchlefs  Courage  all  admire, 
Inglorious  from  the  tafk  retire  ? 
How  would  the  Wicked  Ones  rejoice, 
And  Infidels  exalt  their  voice, 

If 
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If  M E  and  PLAUSIBLE  were  found, 

Byyftrt^w/  aw'd,  to  quit  their  ground; 

How  would  Pools  laugh,  fhould  it  appear 

POMPOSO  was  the  (lave  of  Fear  ? 

<*  Perifh  the  thought  !  tho'  to  our  eyes 

"  In  all  its  terrors  Hell  mould  rife, 

"  Tho'  thoufand  Gholis,  in  dread  array, 

"  With  glaring  eye  balls,  crofsour  way. 

"  Tho*  CAUTION,  trembling,  (tands  aloof, 

"  Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof," 

They  faid  ;  and  without  farther  halt, 

Dauntlefs  march'd  onward  to  the  VAULT. 

What  mortal  men,  whoe'er  drew  breath, 
Shall  break  into  the  Houfe  of  DEAT  H 
With  foot  unhallowed,  and  from  thence 
The  MyfVries  of  that  State  difpenfe, 
Unltfs  they,  with  due  rites,  prepare 
Their  weaker  fenfe  fuch  fights  to  bear, 
And  gain  perrniflion  from  the  State, 
On  F.arth  their  journal  to  relate  ? 
POETS  tlic-ivifelves,  without  a  crime, 
Cannot  attempt  it  e'en  in  Rhimey 
But  always,  on  fuch  grand  occafioti, 
Prepare  a  Solemn  Invocation, 
A  Peefy  for  grim  PLUTO  weave, 
And  in  fmooth  numbers  afk  his  leave, 
But  why  this  Caution?  why  prepare 
Rites,  needlefs  now  ?   for  thrice  in  air 
The  SPIRIT  of  the  NIGHT  hath  fneevfd, 
And  thrice  hath  cUp'd  his  wings  well  pleas'd. 

D£SCEND 
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DESCEND  then,  TRUTH,  and  guard  thy  f*de, 
My  Mufe,  my  P.stronefs,  and  Guide  ! 
L^t  others  at  Invention  aim, 
And  feek  by  falfities  for  fame ; 
Our  Story  wants  not,  at  this  time, 
Flounces  and  Furbelows  in  Rhime : 
Relate  plain  Fads  ;  be  brief  and  bold  ; 
And  let  the  POETS,  fam'd  of  old, 
Seek,  whilft  our  artlefs  tale  we  tell, 
In  vain  to  find  a  PARALLEL  : 
SILENT  ALL  THREE  WENT  IN,  ABOUT 
ALL  THREE  TURN'D  SILENT,  AND  CAME  OUT, 
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